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In Luce Tua 
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors 
Bad Medicine 
Our first reaction to any proposal to amend the Con-
stitution of the United States is negative. The Constitu-
tion has served us well for more than 175 years, and it 
is our belief that most of the amendments other than the 
first ten have damaged rather than improved it. 
Our second reaction to any proposed amendment is 
to try to place ourself in the position of whatever minori-
ty might be adversely affected by the amendment. The 
whole purpose of having a written constitution is to safe-
guard the rights of minorities against the tyrannical 
whims and prejudices of the majority. And the more 
unpopular the minority is, the greater is its need for con-
stitutional protection. 
We have tried to apply these lines of thinking to the 
various proposed amendments to permit prayers and 
Bible reaoing in the public schools. Emotionally we 
must confess that we find the amendments attractive. 
But when we put ourself in the position of, let us say, a 
Jew or a Unitarian or a free-thinker or an atheist these 
proposed amendments look much less attractive. We 
see them then as devices for foisting upon children a 
piety which is in conflict with the convictions of their 
parents and homes and from which they can dissent only 
by the embarrassing expedient of absenting themselves 
from these exercises. 
We would not quarrel with the contention that edu-
cation which ignores man's creaturely need to acknow-
ledge his Creator is almost fatally deficient. Nor is there 
any doubt in our ·mind about who this Creator is. But 
the Creator whom we worship insists on being wor-
shipped in spirit and in truth. He does not want prayers 
addressed to Him under duress, out of fear of embarrass-
ment, or as a gesture of piety. And He cannot be ad-
dressed except "through Jesus Christ, our Lord." 
We do not think that there is much likelihood that 
these proposed amendments will get through the Con-
gress. But if they do and go before the people for rati-
fication, we hope that the great majority of our people 
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will vote in accordance with the Golden Rule and reject 
these limitations upon the rights of minorities. The Su-
preme Court rulings which these proposed amendments 
are intended to reverse are not parts of "a deadly at-
tempt to make our America officially a godless nation." 
They are reinforcements of the great American principle 
that government does not attempt to define God or to 
prescribe the forms by which men acknowledge and wor-
ship Him. Under this principle, our 254 religious bodies 
have been able to live together in peace and mutual 
respect. If we abandon that principle, who knows what 
mischief we may bring upon ourselves? 
Publish or Perish 
Those of us who labor in the academic vineyards have 
more than an academic interest in Professor Woodrow 
Wilson Sayre's failure to receive a renewal of his con-
tract at Tufts. The president of Tufts, after noting that 
Professor Sayre was a good classroom teacher, notified 
him that he would not be re-employed because he had 
not given evidence of productive scholarship in the form 
of schoiarly publication. The fact that Professor Sayre 
had, just a few weeks previously, published a best-selling 
report on his mountain-climbing adventures in the Him-
alayas was not merely irrelevant; in acadenic circles the 
publication of a best-seller outside one's field of speciali-
zation constitutes prima facie evidence that one is a 
dilettante. (A readable book within one's field of special-
ization opens one to suspicions of being a "popularizer," 
which is almost as bad as being a dilettante, but one 
step better than being a prostitute.) 
It would be easy to oversimplify the situation by cast-
ing Professor Sayre in the role of the martyr and the 
administration of Tufts in the role of the heartless villain. 
Unfortunately, it is not that easy. Tufts, by its own ad-
mission, is a university which is seeking recognition as 
a first-rate institution. It does not set the standards of 
admission to this charmed circle. These standards were 
set long ago. Presumably Professor Sayre knows them 
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as well as any other academic man; and, as a matter of 
fact, he has not, so far as we know, questioned them. 
Rule l for any top-flight college or university is that 
its faculty must publish, regularly and frequently, in the 
scholarly journals. It is no discredit to a man if he also 
happens to be an excellent classroom teacher (many of 
them are), but it is more or less irrelevant. Universities 
have always defined themselves as institutions for the in-
crease and diffusion of knowledge. The most prestigious 
ones have been those which earned reputations as centers 
of research, and the most respected men in all of the 
academic disciplines are those who have concentrated 
on the increase of knowledge through research and pub-
lication, rather than those who have been primarily in-
terested in diffusing it among undergraduates. 
One reason, perhaps, for this emphasis upon publica-
tion is the need for some substantial evidence that a 
man is producing. Teaching is, by its nature, a matter 
of casting bread upon far waters. How well a man has 
performed as a teacher is almost impossible to judge until 
his students have been away for a while and can evalu-
ate his contribution to their intellectual development. 
But even a dean can count the number of pages a man 
has had published in the "right" journal. And in a cul-
ture where nothing succeeds like measurable success , 
who would deny a harassed administrator the comfort 
of some empirical grounds for deciding whom to pro-
mote, whom to replace, and whom to offer a terminal 
contract? And since we all know what the rules are in 
the academic big time, what right has any of us to 
feel aggrieved if he has to pay the penalty for violating 
the rules? 
Primaries, Conventions, Etc. 
Since we do not publish in July and August this is 
our last chance to get in on the great game of predicting 
the winners in the presidential and vice-presidential 
sweepstakes. And since these lines 'are being written in 
early May with a great deal of water still to go over the 
dam before the two parties nominate their candidates we 
hesitate to risk our hard-earned reputation for infallibility 
by venturing predictions which any reader can check up 
on after the conventions have done their work. However , 
it is one of the legitimate functions of any magazine to 
entertain and we would not want to deny any reader 
whatever fleeting pleasure he might derive from being 
able to say, "Ha ha, The Cresset goofed." 
Onward, then, to the end of the limb with the pre-
diction that, if Lyndon Johnson does not manage to get 
himself killed by a heart attack, a speeding automobile , 
or an enraged member of the SPCA, he will be the 
Democratic nominee for President. Predicting his run-
ning-mate involves trying to discern the mind of the 
unpredictable Mr. Johnson, but we are almost certain 
that it will not be Mr. Robert F. Kennedy and we are 
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reasonably sure that Mr. Johnson wants to keep Senator 
Hubert Horatio Humphrey in the Senate leadership. So 
we reach for a long shot and predict Mayor Robert F. 
Wagner who has the politically attractive assets of being 
considered a liberal, of coming from New York, and of 
belonging to the Roman Catholic Church. 
On the Republican ticket, we predict that Senator 
Barry M. Goldwater will easily win renomination and 
re-election as Senator from Arizona. Governor Rocke-
feller will, we think, replace Mr. Stassen as the Repub-
lican least likely to succeed. So that leaves - yes, that 
man of the many crises, Richard Milhous Nixon. What 
Mr. Nixon has chiefly to fear is that somewhere along 
the line between now and the convention Governor 
William Scranton may hear the voice of Duty whisper-
ing low, "Thou must." To this, the poet assures us, the 
youth replies, "I can." As for the vice-presidential nomi-
nation, what would be wrong with Governor Mark Hat-
field of Oregon? There is no great danger that he would 
be elected, and the race would make a nice warm-up 
for the big race in 1968. 
So -Johnson-Wagner vs. Nixon-Hatfield. Any tak-
ers? 
Sex as Cliche 
Our generation has accomplished many remarkable 
things - the invention of the thermonuclear bomb, the 
creation of instantaneous communication, the elimination 
of distance, the treatment and cure of once-incurable 
diseases, the invasion of space, the provision of some-
thing approaching affiuence for three quarters of our 
people. But our most remarkable accomplishment -
one which all of the generations preceding us would have 
considered intrinsically impossible - is that we have 
managed to make sex a bore. 
Do you want to sell cigars? Put Edie Adams in some-
thing black, tight, and skimpy and pay her to invite the 
customers to light one up. Do you want to write a best 
seller? Start the " Oh, Reginald, do we dare?" bit on 
Page 73 . Do you need something to liven up the inside 
pages of the newspaper? Good spot for the picture of 
Miss Mental Illness. If you are running a serious maga-
zine for the quality trade, give 'em a cultural anthropolo-
gist's essay on types of foreplay in Oriental and Occi-
dental cultures. 
It is, as one of our playwrights has indicated, a mad, 
mad, mad, mad world. There was a time, not so long 
ago, when people were prudishly reticent about sex. 
Now we seem to have swung to the opposite extreme. 
One can' t sit down to a corned-beef sandwich in most 
restaurants nowadays without being invited by an elec-
tronic voice to satisfy this yearning, burning desire deep 
in the heart of some sultry alto. One can't leaf through 
the New rork Times Magazine without feeling that he has 
been for a sprint through the girls' locker room. One 
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can't sip a restorative Martini at a party without being 
confronted by something in horned-rim glasses with a 
message about the sheer honesty of a movie nude scene 
or the glories of the new sex-with-love morality or the 
basic human right of the woman to enjoy sexual climax. 
We are willing to vive with the lustiest Parisian for 
La difference - but not for twenty-four hours a day. A 
little slap-and-tickle within the wide bounds of a good 
marriage supplies as complete and well-rounded a diet 
as any normally healthy sexual appetite demands. This 
constant titillation of the sexual appetite leaves it jaded, 
just as constant snacking spoils one's appetite for food. 
This, we think, is what has happened in our society. 
And we suspect that the demand for a new sexual ethic 
arises not so much out of the inadequacies of the old 
ethic as out of boredom with its routine violations. 
Seeking the Peace of the City 
A graduate student at Northwestern University, Gene 
Bartlett, recently made a study of the voting habits of 
certain groups over a five-year period from 1956 to 1960. 
The results of his study, as reported in an article in the 
Ararat Shrine News, should occasion a bit of eyebrow lift-
ing. These are the percentages of people who he found 
had voted from the following groups : 
Tavern Keepers . .. .. . ... . ..... .... .. 99% 
Gamblers and Employees . . .... . . .... 97Y4% 
Knights of Columbus . ... ............. 94% 
Roman Catholic Priests . ....... ... . .. . 89% 
Women Civic Club Members .... .. .... 64% 
Jewish Rabbis . . ............... . ..... 42% 
Protestant Laymen . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 29% 
Masons ..... .... ........ ... ......... 26% 
Housewives . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 16% 
Protestant Clergymen . . . ... .... ..... . . 16% 
It would appear from these statistics - assuming that 
they are accurate - that the prophet's injunction to 
seek the peace of the city finds its most receptive audi-
ence among Roman Catholics (priests, Knights of Co-
lumbus, and possibly a significant percentage of the 
first two categories). Protestants perhaps feel so secure-
ly in charge of things that they are aware of no compul-
sion to get out and vote. This appears to be especially 
true of Protestant clergymen. 
We were not surprised to learn that so small a per-
centage of housewives votes. The status of the housewife 
in the United States has been debased to what is prob-
ably the lowest level in the Western world, and what 
we find most surprising is that our women have enthu-
siastically accepted the role of witless ornament, play-
thing, and domestic handyman. If this is really what 
they want, there may be some merit in the suggestion 
that we relieve the problem of our congested colleges 
and universities by abandoning co-education. We prefer 
to think that one of these days there will be a female 
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revolution which will result in the women's re-asserting 
their claims to respect as human beings, citizens, and 
voters. 
As for the Masons, we can understand that a Noble 
of the Most Ancient Order of Whatsis would not want 
to stand in line with all of us grimy commoners. Too 
bad, but that's the way it is in a democracy. 
The Kibitzers 
Dr. Raymond B. Cattell, a psychologist at the Univer-
sity of Illinois, has reported to Science Service that 
newspaper editors and writers have the highest anxiety 
level of any United States professional group studied, 
somewhat higher than the level of Navy underwater 
demolition experts, aviators in training, or business exec-
utives. Dr. Cattell is not quite sure why this is, but he 
suspects that "anxiety may well turn out to be a by-
product of conflict." (Would this explain why university 
administrators have the lowest anxiety level?) 
For whatever they may be worth, we offer Dr. Cattell 
some observations that we have made over the years 
about the writing and editing fraternity. We think these 
observations may tend to confirm his hypothesis. They 
may also get us read out of the profession. No matter. 
Writers and editors are, for the most part, considerably 
brighter than the men whose words and acts they re-
port and comment upon. At any given time, there are 
probably a couple of dozen journalists, for instance, who 
are more intelligent, and know more about the function-
ing of the government of the United States, than the 
President. Editors of denominational papers are almost 
always better theologians than the administrative lead-
ers of their denominations. Sports editors and reporters 
know almost any game more intimately than its players. 
The trouble is that brains and knowledge will take 
one only so far in this world. Beyond that point, one 
has to have certain essential but indefinable qualities -
wisdom, intuition, boldness, eloquence, flair, "presence" 
- which have nothing in particular to do with one's 
I. Q . or formal education. We call these charismatic 
qualities, and we find them in successful politicians, in 
church officials, in business leaders, in university admin-
istrators, in men who have to persuade other people to 
trust their judgment and leadership. And it has been 
our experience that these charismatic qualities are sel-
dom found in journalists. 
So the journalist finds himself relegated to the role of 
the kibitzer, deeply absorbed in the game (whatever it 
may be), distrustful of the competence of the players, 
but denied any effective participation in the game. Is it 
any wonder that he shows symptoms of conflict? The 
suprising thing is that we don't have journalists cracking 
up all over the place - and that those who do crack us-
ually choose no more lethal form of self-destruction than 
the bottle. 
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AD l l B. 
Memories of "The Greek's" 
-------------8 y ALFRED R. L 0 0 M A N------
As sometimes happens when one is away from home 
and staying in a strange city, about 9 o'clock one night 
two weeks ago, I had the strong desire for something 
special to eat; in this case the "something special" was 
a chocolate ice cream soda. Why I had this taste for a 
soda, I don't know, because I normally have one only 
once every three or four years. It may have been that 
what I really wanted was the peace and quiet of a con-
fectionary because it had been a long day of meetings . 
Fortunately it was a balmy Spring evening and I did 
not mind walking in search of an ice cream parlor. The 
walk was a long one for it took me an hour to find a 
place that served sodas. 
What I finally found was not exactly what I had 
been looking for , but it did serve sodas. It was a teen-
age hangout, overlighted by neon, in which the soda 
fountain played a subsidiary role to the juke box. This 
music machine sent out flashes of garish colored light 
and blasts of sound which purported to be the top ten 
tunes of the week. The soda, a chalky concoction, was 
most unsatisfactory, and I left as soon as possible. 
The place was filled with teen-agers, none of whom 
were dancing, since dancing was forbidden, but all of 
whom seemed to be jerking to the obvious rhythm of 
the " music" which was being played. There was a con-
stant coming and going of the high school set, and the 
atmosphere was conducive to being jerky. As I left, a 
more saddened man than the one who entered, I re-
flected on my experience and came to the conclusion 
that this hangout was a fair representation of our times. 
All of us are a little jumpy, but we can' t help our-
selves if we frequent places that only increase our twitch-
ing. I don't know what happened to the old ice cream 
parlor, but all of a sudden I miss it and after that ex-
perience, I think it could make a good contribution to 
the youth of today. My memories of the sweet shops 
and high school hangouts of my younger days indicate 
that they were places of a good bit more tranquility than 
one can find around these days. They were run by men 
who liked quiet and who managed their businesses ac-
cordingly. About the only daring things that went on 
in the ice cream parlor I remember best were our un-
successful tests of an old wives' tale that you could get 
a little tipsy by taking an aspirin and using Coke as a 
chaser, which we were naive enough to believe. 
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This place was run by a Greek. Why the Greeks 
got into the ice cream business as soon as they migrated 
to this country I don't know, unless this was a natural 
combination with their candy business. The proprietor 
of this particular ice cream parlor was a man by the 
name of Nick who made up in his expansive smile what 
he lacked in his grasp of the English language. 
To get to the tables in the back, one had to make his 
way between the marble soda fountain with its high 
stools on one side, and glass cases filled with bulk choco-
lates on the other. The place was very clean, but if one 
ordered a bag of chocolates the sack was filled by hand 
and no one ever objected to this unsanitary practice. In 
the back were eight round marble tables, each with four 
chairs whose fancy wrought iron backs were meant to 
appeal to the eye and not one's comfort. The curved 
base of the wrought iron legs added to the decorum 
since it was impossible to tip the chairs back and bal-
ance on the back legs . 
The place was relatively quiet since there was no juke 
box. Instead there was an automatic player piano that 
played one tune for a nickel. As those of you who have 
heard a player piano know, the type of music put on 
rolls was not the type to make one jumpy. It was, how-
ever, the kind of music that one could sing to, which we 
were permitted to do if we kept the volume of our singing 
low. 
The lights in this ice cream parlor were on the side 
walls in fixtures shaped like lilies and made of that type 
of colored glass which was much more in vogue for din-
ing room chandeliers in those days: The only air-con-
ditioning came from the single overhead fan which had 
only one slow speed and barely stirred the air. A choice 
from the menu required very little thought, for while the 
flavors were numerous, the choice was restricted to 
soaas, sundaes, and phosphates, most of which came in 
5- and 10-cent sizes. In those days of little spending 
one soon learned to stretch a S-cent drink over the period 
of an hour. 
I don't recall that we ever felt restless or ever got 
rowdy in that place, probably because the atmosphere 
was such a calm and relaxing one. If the ice cream 
parlor was as relaxing as I seem to recall, we would do 
well to revive it in these days of added time for leisure. 
THE CRESSET 
Dear Mrs. Egghead 
Bv OLIVER E. GRAEBNER 
Professor of Psychology 
Valparaiso University 
"What are your plans after graduation, Tess?" said 
the professor to the college senior who had come into his 
office to borrow Buros' Year book of Tests. He was again 
aware of the dazzling diamond on her left hand which 
sometimes glistened in the sunlight as she sat in the front 
row of his class in Science Hall 21. Today he felt impu-
dent enough to press the question upon his charming 
visitor. With a wry smile Tess answered, "If Tom gets 
his degree by Fall he will be teaching in the Math De-
partment here and then we'll get married. But I 'm be-
ginning to wonder how it will be as a faculty wife on a 
college campus." 
"You feel it will be different from your life as a stu-
dent?" "Yes, and somehow I feel that it will be a great 
deal different in some ways from m y mother's role as 
the wife of a business executive. I have seen various 
faculty wives here at times on various occasions and 
they certainly act differently from one another. When I 
think about living here among them as the wife of an 
instructor, I get a little frightened just to think about it. 
What should I do? Is there a way to prepare for my 
job as the wife of a college prof? Tom is enthusiastic 
about teaching from his experience in graduate school 
and he hopes to do some research by and by on some 
problems that have puzzled him. So it see ms that we 
will be in this kind of work for a long time. But I don' t 
know just how to act and what the best thing would be 
to do." 
Perhaps I could help her. Maybe I could jot down a 
few guide-lines. Tess is such a grand pe rson - good 
student, willing class contributor, and such a perfection-
ist. But wait, there are other Tesses, brides of college in-
structor Toms. And there are many older women on 
college campuses whose lives move through the college 
daze. Could they, too, be interested in something writ-
ten just for them? I will try. 
Dear Mrs. Green: 
Hello, Dear! So you are the wife of a young professor 
at the citadel of culture on the hill? Yes? How wonder-
ful! You have been a college student here. You have 
learned to like college life, the dizzy swing of it, from 
formal parties as Freshman to informal gatherings as 
Senior. You've made friends from Washington to Maine , 
from Illinois and Arizona. You liked the bookish part 
of campus life too, as your record in the registrar's office 
proves. You were elected Queen of May and president 
of your sorority. You managed to squeeze in a thunder-
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ous array of books and dates, bull-sessions and pep ral-
lies, surreptitious coffee and Cokes in the night, and more 
recently, long slow walks on warm Spring evenings. And 
then it happened! One morning we saw you wear a 
strange pin ; whose fraternity was it, the Toads or the 
Bull-frogs, I seem to have forgotten . Unlike some cam-
pus girls, you continued to wear the same pin and after 
Christmas you dazzled our eyes with that rock on the 
left hand. Well, then we knew for sure. You were en-
gaged to that chap - is he in Physics or Economics? 
-I cannot clearly recall. Well, he's a prof now and 
you are the wife of a prof now - student no wnger. 
From now on you have a new role to play in a familiar 
setting. Campus walks will seem new and slightly dif-
ferent! 
You say that you are in your twendes? Less than 
twenty-five? You are young! You have what the other 
faculty wives are beginning to miss - natural color hair 
that does not have to be fried and rolled, tinted and 
starched, raked and whorled; teeth that won't clack 
when you chew meat; a neat waist-line that allows you 
normal breathing; eye-brows that look like eye-brows, 
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not ranch-house eaves, and - no wrinkles. But most of 
all, you have an abundance of the American Woman's 
dash and verve, reserve strength and get-up-and-go. You 
walk erect, with power in your step like you know where 
you're going and you're on your way. You can make 
yourself look like a doll in 'most any style - and you 
know it, your husband knows it and loves you for it. 
But what about the wives of other staff members? Will 
some of Us Gals on the staff love you for it, or will you 
be a threat to their peace of mind? That depends. It 
depends upon you, you with all your beauty and chic and 
verve, and upon them with their broad experience and 
lost waist-lines. It depends in part upon how life has 
treated them. Now let's face it squarely; you have a basic 
advantage with your health and strength and your life 
before you. What are you going to do with all of it? 
What are you aiming for? Is your position as the wife 
of the Instructor of Sections 3 2 and 3 3, Chemistry I, or 
Professor of Freshman Composition or Remedial English 
or Survey of the Gobi Desert, or Professor of Progressive 
Jazz - is your position primarily that of extending 
yourself in and by your husband's career as college prof? 
Now tell me as truthfully as you can, no hedging 
about it, why did you marry the guy? Because he's so 
wonderful and you love him? Not a very academic line 
of reasoning, but perhaps love isn't very academic, either. 
Very well, so far. But is there more to it? What do you 
expect from him and from your role as the wife of the 
campus authority on Barbarossa's wagon -train? Is it 
your ambition to ride in his wagon? (I mean, your pro-
fessor-husband's [not Barbarossa's] wagon.) And who 
will hold the reins, you or the professor? What influ-
ence will you have upon the professional life of your hus-
band? How do you see yourself in relation to the school 
where you now live and which for the present is your 
point of homing, the here-and,now of your anchorage? 
May I ask you, young and lovely one, you with the 
brains, how you are going to use all this female per-
sonality, this pocketful! of talent? You beat a hundred 
men in that English Final. You received the only A on 
the research paper in "Modern Thought." Your Dad 
and Mom were proud of your record as it developed 
through the years; they showed the clippings you sent 
home, reports about scholarships and honors, offices held 
and citations received. But now that this is ended, how 
will you use all that stored-up power, that great potential 
for creative organization? You were once the campus 
organization champ - no schedule too tight but you 
volunteered for one more job. Sometimes you wondered 
for a fleeting moment what it was all adding up to, but 
the telephone would ring about that time and your Stu-
dent Council report was two weeks overdue for the spe-
cial edition of the campus news - so off you would 
dash again. Then, when you were up to your ears in 
rushing parties, student government and campus capers, 
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came graduation and it all ended. Just like that, it 
stopped. It was very quiet. 
How will marriage and a husband who spends his 
days and nights with books now fit in with your keyed-
up, we're-on-our-way-but-where'n'ell-are-we style of life? 
Does it seem rather dead compared to the harassed but 
delightful in-a-chicken-yard kind of confusion that you 
formerly lived? Or were you carrying on all those acti-
vities - academic, social, personal -because you were 
never quite sure about "how to get the most out of col-
lege?" Are you able now to recall those busy days with 
at least a trace of a smile as you ponder the grind and 
the sweat of it, the joyous weariness of it, the earnest 
and loyal devotion to it? In retrospect, perhaps it all 
seems to mellow, not in regret, but in treasured satisfac-
tions of some things done for worthy causes, along with 
some of the flippance and contumelious release into 
wider and deeper waters of life. 
May I suggest that which is within the grasp of all 
women in America, that quality which is found in great 
women the world over and which is so simple and ele-
mentary that sophisticated women on a college campus 
as well as many women ofT the campus have forgotten it? 
Use your beauty and youth and brains to grace life where you 
are; to charm, if you will, but not to dominate, to com-
pete with, to battle or to belittle others. To grace life 
is a woman's natural asset. She is able to add qualities 
of elegance and beauty in manner and motion to any 
situation, her very presence lending with minimal effort 
a pleasing and attractive quality. So many women have 
forgotten how important and inspiring they can be by 
just being themselves. 
After you have become accustomed to custodian An-
ton' s "Good morning, Missus Professor" and realize that 
it is a complimentary greeting and gesture and not a 
thrust at your well-modulated dignity, you will notice 
that a special climate of opinion holds sway on the cam-
pus among the wives of staff members and the women 
who teach. To be sure, we have all kinds on our staff, as 
at every college - assorted sizes, shapes, and disposi-
tions. One or two are genuine neurotics; yes, almost 
impossible people, torn by conflicting desires and wishes 
until they are almost pulled asunder in their misery. We 
have one or two trellis climbers and we have a few pea-
cocks and prima-donnas. Several are as coarse as a 
barnyard after a long, cold winter. Some are sharper 
in wit and more learned than their husbands (if the truth 
could be told). Some are the most gracious, affable, and 
splendid women to be found anywhere. And a few, just 
a few, are hellions - not kids, but grown-up hellions. 
Yes, these we have and more, a nut or two thrown in 
for good measure. You can see pretty much of life right 
here on our campus if you will look and listen with care . 
What is best to know for a young bride, all eager to 
help her husband and by no means to be a drag on his 
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future? Whether you like it or not, yours will perforce 
be in part a life with other faculty women. You can 
hardly escape it. Nor is it good or wise to studiously 
avoid it. Whatever happens, wherever you are, be your-
self, your best self; and surely, be your loveliest and your 
sweetest self- but always! This is what so many wo-
men have forgotten, the grace and charm of mind and 
voice and posture, radiating a steady affection and a will-
ingness to give your best. The soft purr of the well-
modulated disposition turns at times to a scowl and a 
growl and talons dart out with a sudden slash to attack 
and wound, to maul and tear one who is considered a 
rival, a threat, and hence, an enemy. 
It would be unfair not to tell you beforehand - ex-
pect a certain amount of jealousy, sniping behind your 
back, vituperous tongues and snide cuts. It appears 
that advanced learning and an atmosphere of cultural 
enrichment have only sharpened the cutting edge of 
malice for some. They are neither kind nor gracious; 
their dispositions reflect it and their husbands and fami-
lies suffer because of it. But more of that later. When 
you hear the voice of slander, or the quavering crow of 
self-pity, or the intemperate boast of one who has been 
wronged, remind yourself, "It need not be so in our life. 
If I can help it, it won't be so with us at our house!" When 
some faculty women behave badly, ask yourself, "Why 
is Mrs. Dean so hard to live with? Is it due to some 
strong feeling of pressure from the President's office? Or 
- shucks, I don't know and I can't afford to worry 
about her too much. If I can help her, I surely will. 
But if I can't, I will just have to let her be. Maybe she 
is insecure or afraid, or she hasn't had her fifth cup of 
coffee today. But I will refuse to let her poor behavior 
spoil my disposition!" 
As you live out the cycle of life destined for the "weak-
er sex" and your home becomes a nursery school for 
Abigail and Richard, pressures will mount. The tele-
phone will demand your time and a dozen requests will 
move in from all sides. Then pull out that note-book 
and refresh yourself with some of the things you jotted 
down to remember. Reread what Santayana said: 
Nothing requires a rarer intellectual heroism than 
willingness to see one's equation written out. 
And Gordon Allport: 
It requires intelligence to see oneself in perspec-
tive and like Socrates to be amused at one's own 
pomposity and pretension. 
To view one's problems humorously is to see them 
as trivial and of no consequence; to view them re-
ligiously is to see them in relation to a divine scheme 
that gives them changed meaning. 
What kind of person would you like to be ten years, 




Dear Mrs. Pink: 
Hello, Pink, how's the youngest grandmother on our 
staff? John showed me the snapshot of your first grand-
son. What a handsome child - what lucky grandpar-
ents you are! I envy your energy and I understand, now 
that the children are grown and your husband manages 
his life pretty well through the average day teaching his 
classes in French and German, you have more time to 
do with as you please. You're one of the Mesdames of 
the Middle Years, if I may be so bold, vigorous in sup-
porting role to emerging husbands, and in directing a 
blooming family, at once ebullient, rakish, modern, 
strong persons within your own sphere of influence. You 
are ha.ving a full life, a busy and productive life. A few 
of you are having the time of your life - and some are 
not. 
Cliches aside, home life in the middle years is a time 
for self, for husband, for travel, for whims, for pets in 
the garden and under foot, in the cage and in your head. 
No infant slumbers to watch over, no coughing child in 
the night. No more days to chauffeur back and forth 
from school to home and home to dancing classes, muse-
um trips and roller rink in a mad chasing around so you 
wonder why you ever learned to drive a car. Life is now 
simpler, uncomplicated, at ease. It is now your time. 
Or, it could be. 
I hear what you're saying: "Who said my schedule is 
one of ease? How dare you suggest that I have slowed 
down or quieted down or gotten old? Follow me for a 
day, if you can. I'm still in the pink of condition, and 
this is no pun, understand?" Yes, I understand. 
But must you really crowd every week until you won-
der if you or your car or your health - or your husband 
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- will survive another month of this hectic pace? If 
you could be more at ease, it would be fun, wouldn't it? 
Could it be more so than it is now - a life for your 
husband, for your children, for others? Now that the 
household chores have been reduced, with just the two 
of you at home, it is your time to return to thoughts of 
years ago, before the children came, and you were eager 
to see your husband happy in his work and to see him 
getting ahead. Have you now the quiet grace some-
times to just listen carefully or do you feel uncomfort-
able if there is a moment's silence? Must every minute 
be filled, like cereal boxes on a trailer truck - filled 
with something, anything, and no space left between for 
reflection and ease of living? 
You are in good health and vigor and should have de-
veloped some equanimity- that stability of inner strength 
which knows the force of wise restraint, of inner calm 
and more purposeful and more deliberate use of energies 
- mental, physical, emotional, spiritual. Now, if you 
take good care and practice restraint, you will know 
how to play the good listener to the problems of your 
married children, the part of non-interference, and at 
times of wise counselor. 
By the time you arrive in the middle years of life you 
have worked out some areas of commonality and patterns 
of coordination with your husband and with your neigh-
bors in Egghead Row. But really, must you wage war 
on that attractive young female instructor who acts 
friendly toward your husband whenever the Department 
has a joint social gathering? And do you find the strength 
within you to grip yourself when Mrs. Stereophonic 
gives out at the faculty wives' tea and sings that atro-
cious aria from Carmen? She tries so hard to sing well , 
has tried hard these twelve years. When she slides up 
toward that top note but can't quite make it, you think, 
"I just can't bear it a moment longer. I will lose my 
mind if I have to listen to her again! Remind me, if I 
ever say that I'm going to the faculty wives' tea again!" 
Yes, dear, but you will. 
Sometimes, Pinky, I believe that you would do well 
to hear what your husband has to say. John gave a 
talk some time ago and I found something which helped 
me over a particular problem at the time. He spoke 
on the topic, "On Being One's Self." I asked him for 
a copy. Here it is, if you would like to read it. 
Must I be that other self, standing over yonder? May 
I, can I, dare I be just myself? Who am I, anyway? I 
am a person - loving, hating, good sometimes, bad too 
often but a person. I am not just a composite, a syn-
thesis of many persons, for I am me. A thousand years 
of philosophy and customs surround me and all but cov-
er me complete!~. I am a twentieth-century person, with 
roots in Middle Europe and the Mediterranean- agn"cola 
and peideuo were my friends as bookish partners ; piano 
exercises in Czerny's Third Book gave me trouble. Bach 
vied with Kant and Bach won out; Aristophanes and 
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Aristotle, Weber and Fechner, Skinner and Koehler, 
Bohr and Cannon - I met them all and each his im-
press left. Maybe it is true what Murrow said one time, 
"We are all prisoners of our experiences." I feel it in 
the pressures of my training, medieval, classical, some 
modern, but mostly traditional - until the latter years. 
Must I then stand merely as a synthetic product of all 
these experiences, mixed and poured into the mold of 
my time? How can I struggle to be just myself? How 
can I gain and retain my identity? How can I be me? 
This much I know, I am a person. I weight 140 
pounds by the bath-room scale, stand 5'7 W' barefoot. 
I don't look too bad when I check my waist-line against 
my age, but look at the crow's-feet scratching my eyes, 
the sags beneath the chin, the telling creases of my neck! 
I would rather not look into a full-length mirror walking 
toward me; it would frighten me. Yes, there's not an-
other like me (thank God). But is this myself? Yes, a 
part of me. Is this the big part? The principal part? 
I don't know. It could be, but I rather hope not. You 
see, I should like to be really myself, not whatever every-
body else wants me to be or believes I should be. But 
how can I be me? 
You remember when Dad took us to the meeting of 
the Academy of Science at the University and they dis-
cussed Communism. Remember the protagonist of the 
Lenin line, the gorgeous female in the svelte black dress 
at the speaker's table, who was convinced that Commu-
nism held all the answers, that you could be your best 
self under the authority of Moscow? And then recall the 
Jesuit father's deliberate presentation: "I come from 
God. With His gift of life comes the right to possess, to 
possess myself, by myself, for myself - and for and 
with God and my fellowman." Not bad, I thought at 
the time. 
And then, remember the story of Rasiloff, the dia-
mond merchant who lived in a fabulous place on the 
Island; how he and his wife became interested in the 
Church and things philanthropic; how they discussed 
everything except their business when Dad visited there 
and saw their library and the meditation room, off to it-
self where you could sit undisturbed; how the Depres-
sion ruined his business, cost him his home in the North 
and his home in the South, his yacht and horses. But it 
didn't really touch him or his wife. Dad found them in 
a plain small house, but no change in character or atti-
tude marred their cordial appreciation of his visits . 
Slowly his business prospered and with it the signs of 
affluence, more elaborate than before. But the diamond 
merchant and his wife remained the same. 
It reminded me of the quote from the Good Book, 
"Let not the right hand know what the left hand is do-
ing." Conduct your life in such a manner that the one 
side is not much concerned with what the other side is 
doing. 
THE CRESSET 
Would I be m yselfi' Would I be the kind of self that 
lived within the diamond merchant and his wife? 
Now you see that we have come all the way around. 
First I did not want to be anything but myself; then I 
found myself, my real self not all I wanted it to be. So 
it seems some synthesis is still in order. I would want to 
be solidly grounded on some basic issues; there are some 
values which persist and which I cannot escape. I 
would be all that my right hand would help me be-
all that a loving God can make of me. How can I be 
myself, then? There is within my life an implicit I DO 
CARE! This runs through my life and gives it sub-
stance. The best of me then is really not me at all, but 
something that has happened to me. I can best be my-
self when I am not me at all! Funny, isn't it? 
Dear Mrs. Blue: 
Regards 
O.G. 
Good evening, Esperance! This will have to be short, 
but I must tell you about Nora. She did it again - sent 
the paper dinner napkins to the laundry and burned the 
table-cloth. Can you beat it? Can't really blame her, 
with all the things she has on her mind. But really, she 
takes things a bit too seriously, even for me. Take social 
obligations, for instance. She worries so much about 
her social position and her husband's professional rank 
that I begin to wonder about the entire academic men-
age. Maybe she should take a leaf from Bessie's recipe 
book. She has a formula for social gatherings which 
has seen us through many a faculty jam. It goes like 
this: Invite whom you please, when you please, but always 
to please . 
Bess would say that your home is your living place, 
your own little castle, your refuge from the great out-
side. Into your home welcome those who can love, and 
those who would be better for having visited with you. 
I don't believe you can love everybody, just everybody, 
as Bess says, but I guess we can work at it. Bess says 
you should be clear about the reason for having a party. 
Are you doing it just to repay social obligations? I can't 
prove this, but some women - and I understand some 
men, too - act as though they kept a ledger of social 
credits and debits. Every two weeks they get out the 
book and see how they stand. "We owe the Frenches 
a tureen supper and the Mclntyres a hamburger fry. 
But look back here - how about those tickets to 'Our 
Fairy Godmother' from a year ago? We just must 
straighten that out with Terry and Lynn or we can't 
face them again." When you think of it, it really is 
asinine, isn't it? 
Bess usually invites groups of people, people who 
would be interesting to each other. They entertain them-
selves once they have been introduced. For some rea-
son Bess never wonders about who they are. She goes 
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pretty far in this "invite whom you please" formula and 
I guess her reason for inviting is what she says, "Just to 
please." She loves to entertain, and I do, too; we en-
joy seeing our guests having a good time. I guess that's 
enough. Some people seem to expect that within, say, 
three months, they will have been invited to each of 
their guests' homes as a social "capital gains." Bess 
says, if that's why you invite people, forget the whole 
business. Bess makes it sound so easy: "Be kind, invite 
anyone, be gracious" -just like that. I know it's not 
that easy. 
How are you feeling these days? You feel tired all 
the time? You have those terrible shooting pains again? 
You don't usually have them until about 4 o'clock when 
Henry returns home from the Lab? Did you ever hear 
my favorite story about being tired? Well, it's about a 
young psychology prof who worked hard to provide a 
home for his wife, Ruth, and their sons. Summer came 
and the load of stone with it - at the beginning of va-
cation time. Seems it was planned that way. Forty-five 
tons of stone had to be cut and fitted and laid around 
that house in three and one-half weeks. The schedule 
was carefully planned -up at six, breakfast at 6:15, 
chisel and hammer in hand by 6:30. Wham! Wham! 
Rock so hard, thumbs so soft. Trowel, mortar, mud, 
more mud. Ruth, Alan, John - hold that stone - level 
that rock - chip it here, strike it there - don't let it 
sag. The level must be off - I checked that rock three 
times and it still looks like it's going down hill - stones, 
stones, chips, chops. They laid them from sun-up to 
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sun-down, fell into bed, sun-up and roll out and at it 
again ... 
Three weeks of this and the end was nearly in sight. 
They were tired, real tired. Then it happened. "Hello, 
there, that stone looks wonderful. Why don't you stop a 
bit and rest? I have some samples I'd like to show you. 
Sit down here." Ed looked at Ruth and she at him; here 
was that metal-awning man again. Twice he had come 
before and each time was told that Ed could build a 
roof over the new porch for $150 and they could save 
$500 over the price of the metal awnings. 
Undaunted, salesman Silver slid his sleek sample 
along the stone wall where the late afternoon's sun would 
show it off to advantage. "We will install this in three 
weeks and it will be permanent. Nothing for you to do, 
not a thing. Our price includes installation and a life-
time guarantee." 
The mud was getting stiff on the trowel in Ed's hand. 
Ruth's hand relaxed in aching folds as the wire brush 
wondered at this unexpected rest period. "It does look 
beautiful , Ed ; and it will be all finished." " Yes, but 
the price! I wonder ... " 
They signed the contract and had wieners for supper. 
Came the awakening the next morning. Ed had laid his 
third stone when he thought of his resolve to build the 
porch himself and save $500, and now ... ! He looked 
at Ruth and she at him and they laughed and laughed . 
See what I mean? 
I have thought a good deal about our conversation 
of last week, Esperance, and perhaps these ruminations 
will express my feelings regarding the matter. Henry is 
just an ordinary college professor, you say. He has no t 
produced anything of note? Hasn't read a paper at the 
Association in years? He was the life of his classes some 
ten years ago, but now he's dull? You say he's in a rut? 
You are correct, Henry is in a rut. How did he get 
that way? Who put him there? I don't know, but these 
developments usually have a history. How does one 
become indolent but by thinking indolent thoughts? 
And why should Henry have gotten into such down-
grading habits? Perhaps you helped ? Do I shock you , 
Esperance? Please forgive me, but . . . 
Do you recall the night you insisted upon having that 
visiting violinist celebrate at your home after the con-
cert along with fifty other people? What was Henry 
doing about that time? Developing a new formula , 
wasn't he? But did that matter? Not to you, at the 
time. Professor Geigenspieler was more important. A 
great party - for all except Henry. And there were 
more impromptu get-togethers. 
What happened the day you told Bess that Henry 
makes you tired with his writing, writing, writing -
won't talk, smokes his pipe all day? You tried to pull 
him away by unreasonable demands - he sensed it all . 
You can't do two things at the same time so he finally 
gave in and laid his writing aside and quit. 
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After your summer in Europe we thought Henry 
would resume his writing. But he put it off; and you 
were so busy - club here, tea there - you scarcely 
noticed. Have you beaten down his ambition? I won-
der. Can you bring it back now? Pretty late, isn't it? 
Henry is not like that colleague in the Modern Lan-
guage Division. He is ordinary. He is performing about 
as well as he ever will. He'll never raise the roof or 
burn the barn. What does his wife think about her hus-
band's position and their future? She is forty-five, alert, 
bright, a woman of great charm - at times she seems 
more alert than he. But she is truly intelligent. She has 
sized up the situation, as she told me one day when I 
asked her how things were going: "Why, fine, Dean -
just fine. I have no complaints. A student came by the 
other day to thank Bill for taking time to repeat those 
points about irregular verbs. He said he likes the insight 
he gains in Bill's classes in many things alongside lan-
guage. When this happens I can see Bill stand a bit 
straighter and the blue of his eyes catches fire when he 
tells me about it, the way it did when we were going to-
gether in college and we would plan together." 
So you see, Esperance, you have much to do with the 
kind of a professor your husband is in front of his classes 
and when he walks through his lab. Most men mirror 
their home life. Few can mask it successfully or for 
long. It takes unusual resiliency to have disharmony 
and jangling talk at home and to step into the classroom 
fresh and excited about the topic for the day. More than 
likely the emotional climate of the home will color the 
spirit of the professor in the class-room. 
Can a dull, drab, or self-centered wife inspire self-
confidence in her husband to try and dare in the great 
field of mental adventuring? I say, Esperance, send him 
on his way with generous affection, real, live, unselfish 
devotion for him and to him as a person. This will 
free him for his best performance as nothing else ever 
will. And nobody can do this for him like you can. Are 
you really willing? 
Dear Mrs. Gray: 
So long. A hot towel on 
your neck will help - - -
O .G. 
Good afternoon! I hope you're well. I wish you 
could come for a visit. Spring has come and with it the 
first pale green willow leaves and the first croak of frogs 
in our pond. After the summer's warmth and full de-
votion to life comes Fall and, with it, nature's quiescence. 
Shall we who live out our span of life expect more? The 
Spring of buoyant energy, of young love, of hope and 
strength, grown steady in the Summer of peopled house-
holds gives way to the Autumn of gangling youth and 
children's children repeating the cycle of life's magic 




home is in the offing, somewhere in the shadowy mist 
ahead. 
What is the life of aging women - professor's wives 
- some living out their span of years when husbands 
are gone, others keeping their partners company in the 
sunset hours? 
This is the time when you perhaps feel that your in-
fluence is ended or at least diminished. Your strength 
is abating. You are apt to take things as a self-reference. 
And you are living in the past. I say, why not live in the 
past, at times, if you have pleasant memories? Why not 
relive the great moments and be satisfied? Is this a time 
to fight on and on, or a time to sit back and relax and 
take stock of the good things in our lives? Why not 
apply the years of accumulated wisdom to ourselves and 
to those about us, to be more like we wished to have 
been along the way of life? This presupposes prepara-
tion. It's like the fruit of the sour orange tree of Mexi-
co's Yucatan, which is sour all the way through, from 
the littlest young orange to the largest. When Alex 
was bitten by a copper-head in the Ozarks, his foot and 
leg became terribly swollen. A baby copper-head it was, 
just a baby - but full of venom. The rose smells like 
a rose from the first perfume wafted on June air. You 
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are now what you prepared to be, what you practiced 
through the years - sweet or sour, venomous or energiz-
ing. Perhaps now you could try once more to be the 
kind of a person you always wanted to be. There is 
nothing to lose and something to be gained. 
If you detect in your composition traces of vindictive-
ness in the words of your mouth, green eyes of jealousy, 
lust of the pride of life, the shriveled hand that reaches 
into a purse for a shriveled dime - maybe you could 
still make a change. It would involve a hard struggle. 
Maybe you could do it. Who knows? 
There's Hatty Kay. Her husband, long retired, is so 
forgetful, but not she. A charming old lady, always the 
same to all who come to visit, helping her absent-minded 
professor. And then there is Louise-Bee, you know, the 
little old lady so sweet and uncomplaining and cheer-
ful, even after she caught her arm in the laundry wring-
er and she had the presence of mind (at eighty years, 
mind you) to reverse the action and have the machine 
roll her arm out again! She of the sweet smile, the smile 
that says, "I understand. I know your joy though I 
can't laugh out loud as I used to. I know your sadness. 
I've known deep grief. I know your anger; I've been 
angry too. I know your silly moments, puppy play. 
That's fun, too. 
"I've known the span of life in full. I carried children 
under my heart. I nursed them with my life energy. I 
saw them grow. I struggled with their coughing nights 
and measely days. I got out of sorts when mud was 
tracked in by Bud and Bill. I was tense and afraid when 
George came home and broke the news- another year's 
delay in finishing his dissertation. Somebody had turned 
off the heat and his experimental mice caught pneu-
monia and died. Six months' work gone, just gone! I 
cried. I cried for George and all his hard work, now 
wasted. I cried in anger too. About the same time he 
got word that the administration wants them to keep on 
producing research and then they hire low-paid custo-
dians who sleep while paid to stay awake and talk too 
much when they are awake. I could scream even now 
when I think about it - just a little scream, you k.1.ow, 
not a big belly-whopper that would raise the hair on 
your neck, but a little dignified old-lady scream. My 
heart bled a little when Joan told me how her baby was 
strangled when he got caught in the play-pen. I felt so 
helpless. 
"I know, too, some of the loneliness of our Prexy's 
life because you see, my father was prexy once, too, and 
as a child I would sit by his side as he would read to me 
and sometimes his voice would become unreal, far off, 
and as I looked up I would see his eyes following across 
the page, but there was no life in his voice - his 
thoughts trailed off somewhere else. Later, I wondered 
- was it that student who pleaded for another chance 
to prove his worth? Was it the conspiracy on South 
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Campus that bothered him? I'll never know. I have 
learned what some call compassion." 
Good bye, Mrs. Gray! Love from us all! 
O.G. 
P .5. Last Look in the Mirror 
To the Wives of Egg-heads, a final thought -
Mrs. Pell did not take time for a last glance at her-
self before departing on the 9 o'clock bus for a shopping 
trip down State Street. Was she imagining things or 
were people actually looking at her intently and then 
turning away with a half-smile? "Never mind," she 
thought ; "they should be busy with their own thoughts. 
I'm sure I am properly dressed. Let's see - hair in 
order, lip-stick a bit heavy but not too badly so. Let's 
see, this is my stop, isn't it?" 
As she was trying on a pair of gloves at Gambles it 
happened again; the clerk nearly choked. Or did she 
chuckle and quickly regain her composure? What was 
it that was so funny? After a pleasant luncheon in a 
favorite corner of the tea-room she boarded the bus for 
home. Twice they stared at her - downright rude for 
mature men! Home at last, she strode directly to the 
great mirror beside the entrance doorway where she 
always checked before leaving the house. "Horrors! 
What is this on my head, my hat?" Her heart sank as 
she reached up and slowly pulled down a man's black 
sock which was wrapped around her rather large cha-
peau and had stayed there all that day! Retracing her 
activities of that morning it came to her very clearly -
she had stopped beneath a line of laundry just before she 
left the house and that was when it had happened. Her 
hat had neatly lifted a sock and carried it along draped 
like a black sash around a dowager's midriffi 
It is well to make a last-minute check to be sure that 
all things are in order. 
In another sense, it takes a person of uncommon 
bravery to see himself in full reality for what he is and 
then to be neither conceited nor dismayed by what he 
finds . To "see one's personal equation written out" 
takes great courage and greater inner stability. To see 
one's self - sans make-up, sans permanent, sans mani-
cure, sans the complete packet of beauty aids , and then 
to accept what one finds - this is myself, the good and 
the half-good, the gray line in my hair, the dispropor-
tionate nose and chin, my stubborn will, my tendency 
to criticize, my verbal darts that shoot when someone 
crosses me, my half-kept promises, my weakness for 
costume jewelry and giant shrimp, my dislike for milk-
glass and plastic cups - this is me! 
Can I see myself as slightly out of focus, my pomposi-
ties and my make-believe parading in strident dignity, 
my little triumphs, for what they really are? 
14 
Can a woman afford to look into a full-length mirror 
- or can her husband afford to have her do so? Seri-
ously, can a woman take full count of herself, tell it all , 
and still come out with an agreeable disposition? Or is 
it her lot never to be quite willing to accept herself as 
she really is? Is it perhaps actually not a battle between 
the sexes at all, but rather a battle within the female sex? 
Can a woman really be honest in her self-appraisal and, 
having gained this insight, be strengthened in her equa-
nimity? Or does she find it too great a task to filter out 
the emotional from the intellectual, feelings from facts? 
Is the insight of her perspicacity fogged and confused by 
her emotionality? Here let her humor enter, not the 
light-hearted buffoonery of children or the ironical laugh-
ter of adolescents , but the honest objectivity of mature 
humor which "shatters the rigidity of literal-mindedness," 
without losing essential faith in one's personal worth, but 
rather increasing in self-esteem because one is looking 
with proper perspective. 
How can you remain young in spirit? 
You are a harried, hurried housewife or perhaps you 
are an experienced college professor, a purveyor of 
knowledge, an educated woman - young, or middle-
aged, or older. You can remain young in spirit by par-
ticipating in three activities: 
I. Read. Read a good solid book from cover to cover 
several times a year. Set aside time each week for seri-
ous reading - religious, philosophical, problems and is-
sues in education, or in your own special area of inter-
est. But read! 
2. Be a purveyor of the arts. There will be more and 
more pressure placed upon us all to encourage the sci-
ences and their allied subjects. This is a national and 
strategic necessity, and we are indebted to those who 
teach and those who study in the various scientific fields . 
You, however, unless you are already engaged in one of 
the sciences, can probably do more in your household 
and sphere of influence if you will continue to develop 
interest in the arts, in music, drama, literature, the 
graphic and pictorial arts. This will enrich the lives of 
young and old and will stimulate creative endowment. 
3. Lose yourself in a consuming devotion. There are 
loyalties which call for your attention - loyalty to hus-
band, to family, and to others near and dear. Your edu-
cation and interests might not be in the least tangential 
to your husband's. He teaches math and you majored 
in history ; he does research in diseases of water-fowl, 
you haven't the slightest idea about fowl diseases. What-
ever your field of interest, you are the home integrator 
-or you should be. You have the exciting job of help-
ing clothe and shape ideas which the professor in your 
house tries out on you in after-supper conversations, or 
in asking you to read his manuscript before submitting 
it for publication. Or you must listen to his latest joke 




lecture - and withal you must relate and integrate 
your home, children, and other members to the com-
munity, to the community of ideas as well as to the com-
munity of citizens who eat at your table and who pass 
by your doorway each day. 
One of the truly difficult tasks for Mrs. Egghead is to 
know when to fire up her husband so that he performs 
in his preferred area at his best pitch and when to en-
courage him to take it easier - when to turn down the 
fire. The Dean reports that a surprisingly large number 
of faculty wives come to him with the request that he 
help pull their husbands off some special interest or ac-
tivity such as house building or cattle-raising and make 
him get down to graduate work and the completion of 
his degree. Or it is the wives (and not the secretaries , 
girls!) who are more concerned about salary raises than 
their husbands, judging by the leaks of " classified" in-
formation in this area. 
Is the consuming devotion of your life, Mrs. Egghead, 
directed toward someone or something worthy of your 
love and devotion? Is your time perhaps spent in trivia 
which net your husband a cold supper twice a week 
and leave you with little more than malaise between 
times? 
You are the light and color of your home. Don't let 
it fade and become discolored by neglect or abuse. Look 
about you and about your home. Does it radiate color 
and life and light? Is the radiance of your spirit reflected 
in it? Or is it gloomy - the haunt of dyspepsia, hypo-
chondria, and stuffy irascibility? Is it like you? 
Do something worthy of your best for someone each 
week out of appreciation for all the good things in your 
life and to show that you, too, care - that you care 
very much about others, that you have compassion, and 
know how and when to show it. 
The full-length mirror tells all, if the light falls just 
right. If your life goals and purposes are clear and can 
stand the bright light of scrutiny in time, well and good! 
If not, you had better get some new goals and purposes 
worthy of your devotion. Are there purposes after life 
which are pre-mirrored already in the cycle of life as 
we know it? 
Now turn down the light a bit; it has been very bright . 
Softly now, please, and a bit of music? Tonight, Mrs. 
Egghead, you are young again. Life is before you, still 
within your grasp. Make your life what a kind Provi-
dence intended it should be! 




Once in another eon 
by this very window, 
backed to the rippled pane, 
I , innocent, snared a shadow 
colored as any rain-
bow in a winey meadow. 
Pleased, I undid a cage 
of word, of phrase, of sentence, 
set free the winged mirage 
to melt winter's chill dissension, 
and shaped, unknowing, a wedge 
of summer-gold dimension. 
Once - in another time -
Now I cannot ripple 
icicles into flame. 
Now all the words uncouple 
crazily at a name .. . 
This is after the bitter apple. 
BONNIE ELIZABETH PARKER 
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The Theatre 
Between Scylla And Mount Helicon-Ill 
BY wALTER SORELL 
Drama Editor 
Who is afraid of the obvious innuendo, the dirty word, the 
sexual perversion since "Who is Afraid of Virginia Woolf?" made 
it clear where the road to success lies? In James Costigan's "Baby 
Want a Kiss," produced by the Actors Studio, we find the same 
approach and the same gimmicks as in the Albee play. Instead 
of games we have dreams that are enacted, instead of the college 
atmosphere we have a feeble attempt at satirizing a depraved 
Hollywood and publicity-minded America. In an indelicate way, 
sex is motif and motivation for every bit of action on stage (with 
the exception of a charming dog called Barney played by dog 
Patrick). The marriage of a famous Hollywood couple is shown 
in its vilest and most wretched moments and both husband and 
wife try to entagle a quasi-writer who had intimate relation-
ships with both of them when all three were young. There is, I 
admit, a touch of whimsical poetry in it, but it is as deceptive as 
the tremendous pace with which gags are thrown at the audience, 
gags whose artificiality gets easily annoying and tiring after a 
short while. 
It is a poor play with very funny lines (it almost looks as if the 
lines had been collected through the years and the play had been 
shaped to fit the lines), and the two stars, Paul Newman and 
Joanne Woodward, are less impressive than the author-actor 
James Costigan. He followed a now fashionable pattern that may 
have disconcerting consequences. Comedy is a badly needed 
vent, and genuine satire or satiric fantasy belong to its most dif-
ficult forms . It seems that Broadway can only offer either the 
run-of-the-mill type of comedy which can take place " Any Wed-
nesday" "Barefoot in the Park," or it is a sex-crazed attempt to 
present eros in its crudest perversions and to forget about agape 
and the more subtle and sublime feelings. One does not have to 
be a prude to get bored at the homosexual twists in these non-
plotted plays. On the contrary, I have the sneaking suspicion that 
the puritans frequent these plays. Andre Gide, whose "Immoral-
ist" enjoys a successful off-Broadway run, shows us in what deli-
cate manner a most human problem of that sort can be treated. 
It is unfortunate that sensationalism is now fashionable in the 
theatre, and it may take some time before we recognize that in-
vectives and a low-aiming language are no substitute for vital 
theatre. 
• • • 
It rarely rains without pouring in these zones. We were always 
aware of how badly repertory theatres were needed to give the 
American theatre substance and continuity. All of a sudden, this 
season New York was blessed with four of them. 
The Association of Producing Artists, under the direction of 
Ellis Rabb, was seen on tour in many American cities before they 
found a temporary haven in the Phoenix Theatre off-Broadway. 
Their repertory embraced Moliere, Gorky, Pirandello, and George 
M. Cohan, and this group was rather successful in many ways. 
As it was organized to be seen in less sophisticated places, Mr. 
Rabb has adopted a slapstick formula and lost a great deal of 
style and feeling for nuances. But the success of this group was 
registered at the box-office, which only proves that the people 
wanted to see these plays or playwrights and did not mind gett-
ing a cheap laugh thrown into the bargain. The best production 
was Gorky's "The Lower Depths," a rarely seen play hereabouts, 
in which the ensemble showed itself from its best sides. 
The National Repertory Theatre, under the guidance of Eva 
Le Gallienne, had a short season on Broadway. Miller's "The 
Crucible" received a wonderful treatment from this group, but it 
stumbled somewhat over the difficulties that Chekhov's "The Sea-
gull" presents. In Chekhov the lines are of less importance than 
the portent and singing silence, the undercurrent of a mood that 
carries the comic aspects of its tragic depth. It needed more than 
the group could offer. But we must bravo Miss Le Gallienne for 
her courage and beliefs. She was the first one in this country who 
dreamt of a repertory theatre ; she failed and began again. It 
must be a feeling of gratification for her to see three other reper-
tory theatres flourish beside her own, let alone the many new 
ventures in all great cities of this country. 
The Repertory Theatre of the Lincoln Center is the most pow-
erful troupe, with all the financial means at its disposal, with a 
theatre on Washington Square, with another one being built at 
the Center. It has the best actors and some of the ablest directors. 
All it now needs is a concept, a policy, an awakening to what the 
word repertory means. What Robert Whitehead and Elia Kazan 
must do is to get a divorce from their former spiritual ties with 
Broadway. All they have done so far is to be successful in a Broad-
wayan way. Miller's "After the Fall" was a sensation for the 
wrong reasons. The choice of O'Neill's "Marco Polo" remains a 
well intentioned attempt toward the inclusion of a semi-classic. 
It failed . Perhaps it is one of the least important weaker plays of 
the master. But the production of S. N . Behrman's " For Whom 
Charlie" definitely ought to have been done on a proscenium 
stage on Broadway where it may not have paid off its backers. 
The Actors Studio is the fou~ repertory theatre. It gave us 
a memorable "Strange Interlude" last season, June Havoc's inter-
esting failure " Marathon '33 ." This group seems to be making a 
habit of having successful failures - such as James Costigan's 
" Baby Want a Kiss." But they have also mounted James Bald-
win's "Blues for Mr. Charlie." About this and the Negro in the 
American theatre we must speak when we see each other again 
on this page. 
For a long time I have lived with the conviction that God has not abdicated from the world 
which we are apt to denote as secular. I have also noticed that the world which we are apt to des-
ignate as sacred, and this includes the church, is a great deal more secular than most of us are will-
ing to admit. The ultimate vision, the ultimate hope of Christianity is an existence where the secu-
lar has become sacred and where there is no especially sacred realm because God is all in all. 
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From the Chapel 
The Whole Truth* 
BY jAROSLAV PELIKAN 
Titus Street Professor of Ecclesiastical History 
r ale University 
What does the existence of a school like Valparaiso 
University mean for American education? That is the 
question I propose to discuss as we celebrate the gradu-
ation of these young men and women. And I intend to 
discuss it not as a Christian clergyman preaching a ser-
mon nor as a theologian of the Christian Church lec-
turing on the dogmas of the Creed, though I am honored 
to serve in both these ministries, but as a graduate pro-
fessor in a private university, who is concerned about 
the state of scholarship and learning in our land. The 
Church must be reminded over and over how much she 
needs higher education and what her obligations are to 
provide both support and freedom for colleges and uni-
versities. But my concern today is with the other phase 
of the alternating current between Church and Univer-
sity, and my thesis is that the higher learning needs the 
Church and the Christian uni~ersity to assure that the 
life of the mind and spirit in America may go on hearing 
the whole truth. By "the whole truth" I do not mean 
now the doctrinal convictions that the Christian univer-
sity shares only with the Church, but the educational 
outlook that the Christian university brings to the whole 
of the American academy. 
The higher learning in America needs to hear the 
whole truth about the aim of a university: that .the 
quality of a life, not just the earning of a living, is 
the primary concern of university education. 
For generations of immigrants to the United States, 
the schools have been an escalator to social and econom-
ic success. Many a leader of American society is what 
he is because his hard-working parents were determined 
that his lot in the world must be better than theirs. I 
am sure that many of these graduates owe their presence 
here today to sacrifices by mothers and fathers who 
looked upon a university education as the best possible 
legacy to give their children. In the same way, the 
heroic struggle of the American Negro to achieve at last 
the rights that have been theoretically his for a century 
is properly concentrated upon the schools, for the way 
to genuine emancipation lies through education. And 
those who are blocking the path to emancipation recog-
nize correctly that once they lose control of their dis-
criminatory school systems and colleges their whole 
*This address was given in the Valparaiso Memorial Chapel as 
the commencement address to the Class of 1963. 
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wretched cause is doomed. Thus a college education is 
still the best way for individuals or groups to raise their 
social standing and their income. 
Yet professional training and schooling for success can 
be futile and even demonic unless they are based upon 
that fullness of mind and wholeness of vision which are 
the results of truly humane learning. Our own lifetime 
has seen the specialists and scholars of Germany be-
guiled by ambitions of world conquest, and we have 
good reason to be afraid of any university system that 
can train specialists without making them citizens of 
the universitas, the universal realm of humane thought 
and discourse . Under attack now by another power 
ambitious for world conquest, we are sometimes tempted 
to suppose that the American answer to world Com-
munism is the training of specialists, an even narrower 
and even earlier training than we have now . Such 
training, it is argued, will simultaneously strengthen 
the defense of the nation and enhance the prospects of 
the individual. After all, statistics do show that the 
lifetime income of the average college graduate is at 
least $100,000.00 more than that of the person who did 
not go to college. And so there is a cry for further spe-
cialization and for more vocational studies, and a de-
mand that the colleges and universities do a more thor-
ough job of teaching people to make a living. 
In opposition to this demand, the Christian university 
has a special responsibility to cultivate a depth that is 
more than specialization and a breadth that is more than 
dilettantism. Christian higher education is the natural 
ally of those who contend that a basic part of the an-
swer to Communism must be increased study of the 
liberal and liberating arts. The Christian understanding 
of man implies that the only specialist who can be trust-
ed is one who has first learned to think clearly about the 
ultimate question of what it means to be human. For 
a man's life does not consist in the abundance of the 
things which he possesses, nor yet in the techniques he 
has learned for acquiring them, but in the qualities of 
mind and spirit that enable him to survive both adver-
sity and prosperity - qualities that spring from the 
twin sources of Christian faith and liberal education . 
Only from liberal education can come the respect for 
man and his worth upon which our culture is founded. 
Only where a man is respected as an end in himself 
rather than a means can the specialization of the techni-
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cian be rescued from manipulation. Therefore, the pri-
mary aim of education at the university ought to be this 
quality of life. 
To make its special contribution to this cause, the 
Christian university will have to formulate a Christian 
doctrine of enjoyment. The opening question of The 
Shorter Catechism was: "What is the chief end of man? 
To glorify God and to enjoy Him for ever." The enjoy-
ment of God, the fruitio Dei of which St. Augustine sang, 
is a direct corollary of central Christian dogmas like the 
Trinity and is a special motif of the Book of Psalms. It 
means that a basic element of the life in God is the joy-
ful sharing in the goodness of the world and in the rich-
ness of what man has been able to discover and to 
dream. If the Christian doctrine of creation is true, 
then - in a sense far more profound than Terence 
knew - nothing human can be alien to me. Students 
who attend the Christian university are being swindled 
out of their inheritance if they are permitted to gradu-
ate without knowing the zest of such enjoyment, re-
gardless of how they eventually earn their groceries. 
Thank God, the Christian university is not alone in its 
dedication to this aim. Sometimes, in fact, the sons of 
this world are wiser in their own generation than the 
sons of light, so that the Christian university has had to 
relearn this ancient Christian truth from non-churchly 
sources. But learn it we must, or the whole truth about 
the quality of human life will be lost. 
The higher learning in America needs to hear the 
whole truth about the mystery of teaching: that the 
function of the teacher is to make his students out-
grow him. 
There is no tyranny more oppressive than that of the 
authoritarian professor - unless it be the feudal auto-
cracy of some department heads. But more insidious is 
the tyranny of the teacher who is interested in disciples 
rather than pupils, who seeks to be imitated rather than 
transcended, and who is so sure of the correctness of his 
ideas that he can evaluate all his students on the basis 
of their obedience to his opinions rathe r than on the 
basis of their judgment and maturity. My own field of 
theology has not lacked for such teachers, who have 
compounded the tyranny by identifying their notions 
with the Word of God and thus equating their authority 
with the sovereignty of God. Yet no field of study is 
free of this temptation, and no college or university can 
afford to r elent in its vigil against the tyranny of the 
pedagogue. 
The Christian university has a special reason to de-
mand that its teachers point beyond themselves, for it 
is committed to the lordship of Jesus Christ. Because 
only One is our Master, even Christ, and all of us are 
merely His disciples , or at least try to be, no teacher 
has the right to usurp that prerogative. In the truly 
Christian university there is, of course, a recognition of 
18 
the fundamental distinction between the teacher and the 
learner. Christian community in the university does not 
imply the sort of fuzzy-minded egalitarianism that dis-
solves the very structure of the educational process for 
the sake of "being pals." But Christian community does 
mean that the distinction between the teacher and the 
learner, although necessary, is finally relative under the 
kingship of Him who is Lord of all. And it means that 
the teacher teaches as one who goes on studying. He 
inducts the novice into the community of thought and 
inquiry, so that the pupil may go on to be a student and 
begin studying for himself. 
Please permit me one brief theological digression: 
because it is the function of the teacher to make his stu-
dents outgrow him, it follows that Jesus Christ cannot 
be merely our teacher. For the definition of Christian 
maturity is growth into Christ, to the measure of the 
stature of His fullness. Therefore He is our Lord and 
our Savior, because by the sacrifice of His Cross and by 
the power of His resurrection He has reconciled us to 
the Father and by the gift of His Spirit He incorporates 
us into Himself through the Church, which is the full-
ness of Him who fills all in all. In that Church we are 
members one of another, different though our functions 
may be; but only He is the Head of the body, from 
whom the members, individually and together, receive 
their direction. As a teacher, I must work to obliterate 
myself; Christ is He through whom we are united with 
the Father, and therefore He is more than a teacher. 
When I teach, I teach of Another; but when He teaches, 
He teaches of Himself and of the Father with whom He 
is one in the life of the Blessed Trinity. 
The Christian university, then, lives in the lordship 
of Christ, in whose service is perfect freedom. Thus it 
liberates its professors from the onerous responsibility of 
being right every time. It is no tragedy for a teacher to 
be mistaken. It is a tragedy if he is so afraid of being 
mistaken that he refuses to take chances, or if he ima-
gines that his office has endowed him with infallibility. 
Against such phoniness the present generation of stu-
dents have been inoculated by the adventures of Holden 
Caulfield, as ours was by the cynicism of H. L. Menc-
ken. But the Christian university ought to be even more 
devasting than Salinger or Mencken in its attack upon 
posturing of teachers who refuse to be "transparent to 
the ground" of their teaching. And in the Christian 
university the professor ought to know the freedom and 
fulfillment that come from an honest and modest defi-
nition of his task. It is a shock to every generation of 
parents and professors to discover that their children 
have gone beyond them to new insights and knowledge. 
Even in the natural sciences a theory can become a 
dogma in a frightening hurry, in fact, just in time to be 
overthrown by new research and new hypotheses. No 
one is immune to such tyranny, but the university is 
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pledged to a view of life and of knowledge which should 
not be surprised if students do outgrow their teachers 
in order to be outgrown by their students in turn. For 
this process is part of the mystery of teaching, in which 
the life of the Christian university is privileged to share. 
It is also part of the whole truth of creation and the fall, 
which both celebrates the possibilities and recognizes the 
limitations of the human mind in its search for know-
ledge. 
The higher learning in America needs to hear the 
whole truth about the dimensions of genuine sophisti-
cation: that there is more reality than the here and 
now, and that the style of true education depends 
upon a renewal of tradition. 
Whatever else a college or university ought to do, it 
should provide its students with a sophisticated per· 
spective on their own time and their own culture. It 
should teach them to appreciate what they have, but to 
put it into context, especially into the context of the past. 
Sophistication is usually defined as the very antithesis 
of tradition. When this happens, students are prevented 
from developing the style of the truly educated man, 
which can come only through a renewal of tradition. 
They have been deprived of the great discovery that the 
past and the present, far from being opposites, actually 
require each other for completeness. The thrill of that 
discovery has perhaps never been stated as persuasively 
as by Gilbert Chesterton (Orthodoxy , Image Edition, 
New York 1959, p. 79): 
"And then followed an experience impossible to de-
scribe. It was as if I had been blundering about since 
my birth with two huge and unmanageable machines, 
of different shapes and without apparent connection -
the world and the Christian tradition. I had found this 
hole in the world: the fact that one must somehow find 
a way of loving the world without trusting it; somehow 
one must love the world without being worldly. I found 
this projecting feature of Christian theology, like a sort 
of hard spike, the dogmatic insistence that God was 
personal, and had made a world separate from Him-
self. The spike of dogma fitted exactly into the hole 
in the world - it had evidently been meant to go there 
- and then the strange thing began to happen. When 
once these two parts of the two machines had come to-
gether, one after another, all the other parts fitted and 
fell in with an eerie exactitude. I could hear bolt after 
bolt over all the machinery falling into place with a kind 
of click of relief. Having got one part right, all the other 
parts were repeating that rectitude, as clock after clock 
strikes noon. Instinct after instinct was answered by 
doctrine after doctrine. Or, to vary the metaphor, I 
was like one who had advanced into a hostile country 
to take one high fortress. And when that fort had fallen 
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the whole country surrendered and turned solid behind 
me. The whole land was lit up, as it were, back to the 
first fields of my childhood." 
Seen in this relation to the modern world, tradition 
is a power for liberation, setting us free from the dicta-
torship of the claim that our time, our culture, our 
school, and our ideas are the goal toward which history 
has been moving. For the Christian university, this re-
newal of tradition is the only way to find an intelligible 
connection between the faith it professes and the teach-
ing and research it fosters. Tradition in this sense is 
the very opposite of the traditionalism that uses the 
dead theories of the past as a club to beat down all 
creativity in the present. Authentic tradition is a func-
tion of the critical memory and the creative imagination. 
It is an organism getting out of itself,in order to see 
itself. Only that man is truly educated who has learned 
this art. Only that school is a Christian university which 
protects itself against both traditionalism and icono-
clasm through the renewal of the tradition of Chris· 
tian faith, thought, worship, and service. It seems to 
me that the Christian university can perform no more 
vital service for the higher learning in America than to 
show in its concrete life that such a renewal of tradition 
is the indispensable counterpart of free scholarly and 
scientific inquiry. If it muffies free inquiry by a false 
appeal to tradition or if it dismisses tradition as a muse-
um-piece, both the Church and our culture will be im-
poverished and the whole truth will not be heard. 
The thousands of students receiving degrees from 
Christian colleges this month are a smaller proportion 
of the total graduating class of this year than they have 
ever been before. There are, I suppose, more Lutherans 
graduating from one or another of the state universities 
here in the Middle West than from Valparaiso Univer-
sity. Indeed, the percentage of students receiving di-
plomas from all private colleges and universities is stead-
ily declining. These statistics have implications for all 
of American life and for the life of the Church. They 
mean that the Christian university cannot be content to 
act as an academic baby-sitter while the exciting thought 
and work in education goes on elsewhere. Nor can it 
assume the negative role of attacking every change and 
discovery as heresy. Nor may the Christian university 
surrender its Christian birthright for the sake of be-
coming up-to date. But if it has the courage and the 
imagination, the Christian university may yet perform 
a service both for the Church and for the academy that 
no one else will. Through young men and women like 
these, this Christian university is an agency of the very 
Spirit of God, who still broods over the bent world and 
who condescends to us when we cry, leading all who will 
hearken into the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth: So he! p us God! 
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Right And Wrong In The Sun 
-----------------------8 y A D A L B E R T R A P H A E L K R E T Z M A N N 
Rarely does the sensitivity of good architects like 
Manuel Aymerich Amadios and Angel Cardorso del 
Pueyo shine through as brightly as it does in the little 
vacation village which they built on the south coast of 
Spain in Costa del Sol. 
Within one decade the wildest and most startling 
building boom has almost wrecked the picturesque, un-
spoiled coast south of Malaga. Every error which had 
been made along the Riviera and the Adria has been 
repeated over and over again. The whole area deserved 
a more considerate treatment. That is why the little va-
cation village built by the Spanish Labor Unions stands 
out so beautifully. 
A gentle slope reaching down to the sea has been care-
fully laid out and planned by the best architects that the 
group could find. The errors made in Torre Molinos 
have been most carefully avoided. The entire scheme 
has been so developed that people can have both pri-
vacy and fellowship, recreation and sport, quiet, rest and 
amusement. Everything is designed to keep the area 
restful. Even the hospital is ideally situated so that the 
sound of the waves in the storm might not disturb pa-
tients at any time. A view of the beach from the rest 
of the village is unimpaired since only the one-story 
restaurant building stretches along the edge of the sand. 
Vacationers are assigned bungalows according to the 
size of their family. Every one of the houses sits within 
its own rounded patio. 
We of the north and temperate climes look for con-
stant sun and balconies with great views. The Spaniard 
likes to withdraw into the cool shadows of his house as 
into a cave. Those people who come from the cities 
and live in the tight rented quarters of the many-storied 
buildings want the quiet and peacefulness of a single 
and isolated living space. All the houses are most simply 
furnished. All conveniences are arranged so that even 
the vacationing housewife can have an enjoyable time. 
Larger units stand by themselves; smaller units are 
grouped interestingly in circles and quadrangles . No 
row or cluster has been permitted to grow oppressively 
large. Most interesting and significant feature of the 
"village" is the church. It is really only a well-enclosed 
space with a tiny chapel at the base of the beautiful 
tower. The tower itself rises with the grace and airi-
ness of a rolled up sheet of paper. One can hardly 
imagine it in any other place except where it is found 
at present. Sunday services are conducted under the 
open sky. The little chapel is reserved only for private 
devotions and similar uses . 
On Second Thought 
------------------------------8 Y R 0 B E R T J . H 0 Y E R 
Few other verses of Scripture have been as subject 
to laughing comment as the Beatitude: Blessed are the 
meek, for they shall inherit the earth. The jokes follow 
in regular repeated sequence: They'll have to inherit 
it, that's the only way they'll ever get it. They'll inherit 
it after the ambitious have used it up. And we poor 
faithless people in the church go along with the jokes. 
We say that the meek will go to heaven ; it's the new 
earth by and by that we'll inherit. 
The meek do own the earth. They know its people, 
their joys and sorrows, their weaknesses and their 
strengths. They are touched by the sickness of another 
man, their heart aches with the loneliness of a friend. 
They have time to possess the sunset, they have the soul 
to see the light of beauty in another man's eyes as he 
watches it. They can absorb this God-blessed world 
through the pores of their beings, without being driven 
to a frenzy in trying to see it all. 
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They know the plants of the earth, and have the 
heart to thrill at their slow and patient growth in the 
sun. They know the beasts of the earth, and can feel the 
terror in a rabbit ' s heart at the same time they feel the 
fierce hunger in the fox's belly or the pounding joy of 
the chase in the hound's spirit. Nothing that is is strang-
er to the meek, for they have not set themselves above 
anything that God has made. 
They know the agony of time and the dilemma of 
man. They do not rebel at the death that comes to all, 
for they have seen it from the inside without pride and 
without fear. They do not need to seize life nor cling 
to it nor gather its thrills in quick succession. They 
know themselves alive, and that is their blessing. 
The meek may say of the ambitious wealth-gatherer 
who tries to buy the earth: " He' s just a tourist, passing 
through. He does not own anything here. But this earth 
is mine ; I live here!" 
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The Music Room 
Humor In Music 
----------------------------- B y W A L T E R A . H A N S E N 
Hundreds of thousands of words have been written in 
recent weeks about a great poet named William Shakes-
peare. I myself have poured out a few hundred of them. 
But most articles and editorials dealing with the famous 
bard and his wonderful accomplishments have missed 
something vital. I am referring to Shakespeare's re-
markable gift as a humorist. I am far from professing 
originality when I say that it is easier for a dramatist to 
write tragedies than it is to devise comedies. But Shakes-
peare was a past master in both fields. Furthermore, he 
knew how to put many genuinely comic elements into 
his tragedies. 
It is not my present purpose to concoct another col-
umn on Shakespeare. I have prefaced this little essay 
with a reference to the mighty Bard of Avon because I 
wanted a point of departure, so to speak, for my iron-
clad conclusion that it is exceedingly difficult for a com-
poser to express humor in what he writes. Although 
Shakespeare was a fabulously great master, I suspect 
that he found drollery more difficult to deal with than 
tragedy. If I am wrong, I shall be deeply grateful for 
a decisive refutation from the pens or the lips of those 
who are known as savants of the first water. 
For many years I have been on the prowl for examples 
of humor in music. Will you permit me to enumerate 
a few of them? 
The late Bruno Walter was wont to speak of Mozart 
as the Shakespeare of music. Consider three of Mozart's 
operas: The Marriage of Figaro , Don Giovanni, and The 
Magic Flute . Although the famous composer did not 
write the librettos for these important stage works, he 
adapted his music with surprising skill to the details of 
the stories. The three operas I have mentioned contain 
situations that abound in drollery. Mozart knew how 
to treat them with such extraordinary deftness and re-
straint that they never descended to the level of slapstick 
or horseplay. In these instances his music is positively 
magical in its pertinence and in its effectiveness. 
I have restricted myself to only three of Mozart' s 
operas. It would be possible to point out similar ex-
amples of drollery in other stage works from his pen , 
just as_ one could cite numerous evidences of sheer fun in 
many of his compositions in other forms . Have you 
ever heard his Ein musikalischer Spass (A Musical Joke )? 
Listen to it when you have a chance. It, too, will show 
you that Mozart and Shakespeare had much in common. 
Think of Franz Joseph Haydn. He was full of fun . 
Do you know his symphonies titled Surprise, Farewell, 
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The Bear, The Hen , The Clock? What about his string 
quartets nicknamed The Frog, The Ra;::or, The Donkey, 
The Farmyard? The Ox Minuet, which is frequently at-
tributed to him, was undoubtedly written by another 
composer, and some believe that the well-known Toy 
Symphony was not one of his works. Throughout his 
compositions you will find melodies that bubble over 
with fun. 
Years ago I read an article in which the au thor de-
cried the concluding movements of most of Beethoven's 
larger works as inferior in quality to the other parts of 
these compositions. I remember in particular that he 
spoke of his inability to "abide" the finale of the Kreut;::er 
Sonata . Since the man who had unburdened himself of 
this verdict was considered a savant, I hesitated at first 
to disagree with him. I preferred to learn. Subsequent-
ly, however, I came to regard his statement as balder-
dash pure and simple - with the exception of what he 
had to say abcut the last movement of the Kreut;::er 
Sonata. Although I questioned his judgment with regard 
to this particular part of Beethoven's sonata, I did not 
presume to deny him his taste and his freedom of opin-
ion. Since that time I have always listened with special 
concentration to the concluding movements of Beetho-
ven's symphonies, concertos, and string quartets. In 
many of them I discover genuine humor. To be sure, 
this is not always the case. Yet I am convinced that 
Beethoven had a keen sense of fun. Think, for example, 
of his Symphony No. 2 and his Symphony No. 7. Do you 
know his Rage Over a Lost Penny, Op . 129? 
Was Johann Sebastian Bach always austere in his 
music? By no means. He, too, knew a great deal about 
good humor and the joy of life. Think of what he did 
here and there in his fantastically monumental Goldberg 
Variations. 
Have you ever heard Bedrich Smetana's The Bartered 
Bride? What about the delightful scherzos composed by 
Felix Mendelssohn? Do you know Golliwog's Cakewalk, 
from Claude Debussy's Children's Corner? In it you will 
find a humorous allusion to a few notes from Richard 
Wagner's Tristan und Isolde . The orchestral suite which 
Zoltan Kodaly derived from his opera titled Hary Janos 
has become a classic. I find numerous evidences of fun 
in some of the works composed by Sergei Prokofieff. 
Consider his Symphony N o. 7. Nearly everyone is ac-
quainted with his delightful Peter and the Wolf. Even 
Johannes Brahms was not completely devoid of a sense 
of humor. 
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Books of the Month 
For months now we have been waiting 
for something significant to come out of 
Concordia Publishing House. From For-
tress and Augsburg a steady stream of im-
portant works has measurably raised the 
level of Lutheran contribution to the lite-
rary life of the American churches. Our 
hopes were lifted by the announcement 
some months ago of two books on missions 
that CPH would soon release, Danker on 
the world mission and Lueking on the mis-
sion development within the history of the 
Lutheran Church-Missouri Synod. The 
former has now arrived and fulfills the 
highest expectations. 
Prof. Danker (of Concordia Seminary, 
St. Louis) is bone of the Missouri Synod's 
bone, and flesh of her flesh. A number of 
us were doctoral students at the University 
of Chicago in the mid-fifties when he ar-
rived there fresh from the Japanese mis-
sion. A product of Frankenmuth, Michi-
gan, he had been snatched from a Midwest 
parish at the war's end to go to Japan and 
do something about the enormous religious 
vacuum that existed in that defeated and 
demoralized nation. Nearly ten years lat-
er the mission authorities reluctantly pulled 
him out again in order to fill the post of 
missions at the Seminary. He came to the 
University of Chicago to prepare academic-
ally for the job. Older than most of us 
and equipped with a home-made theology 
put together, it seemed, on the mission field 
itelf, he appeared to us to be a lamb 
ready for the slaughter as he innocently 
wandered nearer the murderous examina-
tions. 
The truth soon became evident that here 
among us was an exceedingly youthful 
and resilient spirit, full of optimism and 
affirmation about life. We knew then that 
the Seminary would never quite be the 
same again once Bill Danker had estab-
lished himself there. What we were seeing 
was the Missouri Synod's own version of 
what has happened everywhere in Chris-
tendom, that the missionaries have been 
the greatest single source of revitalizing the 
sending churches. For many years we had 
noted that the best men were being 
siphoned off from each seminary graduat-
ing class and sent overseas. Many of us re-
gretted this loss to the church in the States. 
It was almost as though they were being 
exiled precisely because they were capable. 
It is well known that much of the re-
markable renewal in the Church today is 
directly related to the missionary move-
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Mission 
ment. The ecumenical movement itself is 
a direct outcome of the world-wide mis-
sionary expansion in the nineteenth cen-
tury. A denomination that sits at home 
and contemplates its navel can find rea-
sons aplently, albeit illusory, for self-con-
gratulations and satisfaction. It is a bit 
disturbing then, in an ecumenical setting, 
to have to gaze at some other part of 
Christ's church, for somehow we see our-
selves more truthfully that way. And to 
have to look at the strange young offspring 
of one's own "foreign" missionary enter-
prise is suddenly to discover that you are 
looking in a mirror. It will be a startling 
experience for many readers. 
Two Worlds or None ($4.50) is in the 
form of a travelogue. This is a most happy 
format, for the reader finds himself drawn 
into an experience. He flies from India to 
New Guinea, the Philippines, Hong Kong, 
Taiwan, Okinawa, Japan, and Korea. He 
tours the Missouri Synod mission installa-
tions. This is no ordinary tour for Dank-
er is a gifted writer with imaginative pro-
posals for strange situations. More, he is 
a remarkable observer of the facts and tex-
ture of things. He finds himself involved 
in the history, economics, and human topo-
graphy of each land. He is not a synodical 
functionary, aiming at inspecting "our 
own" work; Christ's church as it is meet-
ing people's needs, finding new forms 
wherever it is planted, is the exciting sub-
ject of his vision. He is not the agent of 
a superior culture, nor is he romantically 
blind to local weakness. If political corrup-
tion is to be seen in India, for example, he 
gently reminds the reader that this a rather 
universal phenomenon. 
The travelogue is an important format. 
We have often argued that much of the 
Missouri Synod's problem was a matter of 
head, not heart; was the problem of the 
country boy not really knowing what the 
city was like. In this book it is possible to 
get out and know what the worldly city is 
about. 
The trip really starts in New Delhi at 
the Assembly of the World Council of 
Churches. This is an appropriate start-
ing point, for so many issues converged 
there. The great missionary movement of 
the churches, expressed in the famous old 
International Missionary Council, merged 
formally with the World Council. The 
Russians joined the Council, dramatically 
demonstrating the Christian capacity to 
break through national boundaries. The 
confessional requirements of the Council 
were strengthened. The confessional-
ecumenical tensions were brought more 
clearly into the open, particularly in the 
setting of the non-Christian culture of the 
East. For a Missouri Synod man these are 
treacherous shoals to navigate, but Danker 
leaves no doubt about it that here one is 
in the middle of something terribly impor-
tant for the Christian church, and that 
suddenly you realize that you are a Chris-
tian first and a member of a particular 
Synod after that. 
To observe and to think with Danker is 
to participate in the excitement of the 
church on the frontier. The reader is spir-
itually involved in the mission and ecu-
menical movement, for the assumption of 
the book is that where Christ is preached, 
there is the church. And suddenly the 
reader finds himself in New Guinea, re-
joicing at the remarkable development of 
the "people's church," full of spirit and 
even very impressive statistically. One 
worries over what will happen if, as threat-
ened, the missionaries sudden! y have to 
leave. Sensibly, one notes, the sending 
churches are giving consent to unity talks, 
in a spirit of emergency to be sure, so that 
the Christians can face the unknown future 
in fellowship. In a non-Christian culture 
you sense the great need for the mutual 
support that the fellowship gives. The 
ecumenical question is in fact more or 
less academic if you can't understand the 
importance of fellowship, if you can't feel 
that fellowship is the central fact of the em-
battled church. 
The evening Communion service on 
this last night in the year is a moving 
experience. The dark-brown pastor 
wears a very wr.ite, freshly laundered 
jacket. It looks like a waiter's coat. 
It makes him look at the same time 
a little pathetic and very noble. For 
is not this the meaning of the word 
"minister" - one who serves, bring-
ing others the Gospel food of the 
Word and the Sacrament with which 
he himself has been fed? 
Reverently they come, the young 
and the old, the men first and then 
the women ... Other men come to 
the Lord's Table with their magnifi-
cent brown chests bare. Women in 
this congregation wear wrinkled Moth-
er Hubbards to Communion. The 
wafers are sent annually from the dea-
coness mother house at Neuendettel-
sau in Germany by the hundreds of 
thousands for the people of ELCONG. 
For me personally the Communion 
service was an uncomfortable experi-
ence. I could not feel free to com-
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mune with 700 brown-skinned fel-
low Lutherans because of differences 
far across the sea between the Ameri-
can Lutheran Church and the Mis-
souri Synod, and because I did not 
want to embarrass our fine mission 
staff. This hour was especially pain-
ful because I remembered the kind-
ness of ALC missionaries and coastal 
congregations in lending numerous 
evangelists to our first workers in the 
highlands, thus helping them get ofT 
to a flying start. And yet we could 
not commune together.(p. 85) 
Everywhere one sees new forms of Chris-
tianity coming into being. Everywhere one 
sees the truth of Danker's observation 
that the institutional church is at the same 
time the vehicle and the enemy of mis-
sion. If the book is full of praise for he-
roic accomplishments, it explicitly raises 
direct questions about almost every dog-
ma of Missouri Synod mission policy and 
churchmanship: policy toward other de-
nominations, sources of money for mis-
sions support (he urges some direct con-
gregational support for very good reasons), 
the policy of setting up inadequate little 
seminaries independent of other ecumeni-
cal ministerial training programs, and so 
on. Make no mistake: Danker is not a 
sentimentalist, nor is he selling confes-
sional values down the river. He is wrest-
ling with the tension of confessional in-
tegrity· and ecumenical co-operation. In 
Korea he can justify the late entrance of 
Lutheranism into a long Christianized 
land because of the legalistic and moralis-
tic kind of Christianity there; he sees Lu-
theranism in creative ministry to Christian-
ity there! The Confessions are not pro-
tective guards leading to isolationism. 
Our confessions should not merely be 
standards to which we retreat. They 
ought to lead as soon as the command 
comes: "Charge!" We ought to re-
member what they were made for-
to confess Christ and His Gospel. 
The strategy for the future may well 
call upon confessional churchmen to 
penetrate and leaven the whole body 
of Christ on earth rather than keep 
themselves separate in denominational 
antisepsis. (p. 42) 
We said this book is a look into a mir-
ror. Dealing with mission is dealing with 
the nature of the church. The mission-
aries couldn't get $20,000 for a strategic 
acquisition (which at that time was the 
equivalent of one whole year's expendi-
ture for capital improvement in the Far 
East) . Do we have the right, then, to 
exploit the overseas mission enterprise in 
our financial drives and then spend mill-
ions on (educationally dubious) new prep 
schools? Or hundreds of thousands on 
new churches? At this creative moment 
in history? Hard questions! If you don't 
want to struggle with these questions, don't 
read this book. 
A less exciting but fully competent study 
of the nature of the Christian mission to-
day is James Scherer's Missionary, Go Home! 
(Prentice Hall, $3.95). This is an exposi-
tion of the history, theology, and prob-
lems of world mission, done in a simple 
way. It is particularly strong in relating 
Biblical material to the experience and 
goals of the church's mission, and is a per-
fect sequel to Danker's volume. I particu-
larly noticed Scherer's interesting em-
phasis on the importance of the person of 
the trained missionary professional. With 
all the talk about the lay apostolate, this 
is frequently neglected and deserves fur-
ther exploration. RICHARD BAEPLER 
Death by Design and the Problem of Power 
Are people more humane today than 
they were in centuries past? Has the 
"moral consciousness" of man evolved sub-
stantially from what it was in ancient and 
medieval times? These are thoughts set in 
motion by the reading of three recent con-
tributions to the literature of "death by 
design": one focused on euthanasia, one 
dealing with capital punishment, and one 
chronicling the shifting role of nuclear 
weapons in America's military strategy 
over the past decade. The same ques-
tions in slightly altered guise were also 
raised by a recently published comparative 
study of the Soviet Union and the United 
States, Political Power: USA/ USSR . 
The Right to Life by Norman St. John-
Stevas (Holt, Rinehart, and Winston, 
1964, 117 pp., $2.95) is a small book, 
easily read in two hours, and one that at-
tempts to break no new ground. Half of 
its pages revolve around the problem of 
euthanasia ; the remaining three chapters 
discuss suicide, capital punishment, and 
war. 
St. John-Stevas is a well-informed, well-
educated Roman Catholic. Predictably 
enough, he upholds the right to life against 
those who would take life ostensibly for 
the sake of some higher good. But his 
arguments have none of the dogmatic, 
black-versus-white quality that seems so 
often to mar his church's pronouncements 
on these issues. He is aware of ambiguities, 
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and while obviously informed by a natural 
Ia w understanding of moral questions, he 
manages far better than most to bring out 
the "naturalness" of natural law principles 
and to persuade rather than overwhelm. 
The Right to Life could be read profitably 
by almost anyone, and perhaps its mod-
est size will help make the book an im-
portant contribution to discussion of these 
troubling questions. 
The Death Penalty in America is a collec-
tion of essays on both sides of the capital 
punishment issue, edited, introduced, and 
supplemented by Hugo Adam Bedau 
(Doubleday Anchor paperback, 1964, 584 
pp., S I. 95 ). It is fascinating reading, 
however grisly that comment may sound in 
view of the subject matter. Bedau is an 
abolitionist, and he admits in the intro-
duction that his convictions may occasion-
ally have warped his editorial judgment. 
But the warp is not obvious, and there is 
abundant material between these covers 
for each side in the argument. 
The history of capital punishment out-
side the United States is sketched in so 
far as this appeared necessary to explain 
the origins of American laws and proce-
dures. But the book centers its attention 
on American experience. Ardent aboli-
tionists (and perhaps ardent anti-abolition-
ists - we know at least one) may be fa-
miliar with most of the facts and arguments 
presented, but this reviewer found the book 
a mine of new and relevant information. 
The United States, with all its separate 
jurisdictions (and changing attitudes with-
in these jurisdictions) comes close to the 
social scientist's dream: a laboratory where 
the effect of experiments can be judged. 
They can't actually be judged, of course, 
with anything like the confidence to which 
the physical scientist is accustomed. But 
masses of evidence certainly are available 
now, and the publication of this book re-
moves whatever excuse might have re-
mained for carrying on the debate over 
capital punishment by rhetorical devices 
alone. 
As Bedau himself suggests, however, it 
is unlikely that any new debate will be 
stirred. The declining frequency of capi-
tal punishment, the mitigation of cruelty in 
actual executions, and the steady disap-
pearance of the mandatory death penalty 
have made the issue highly academic for 
most Americans. Abolitionists are thus 
compelled to view with ambivalence the 
gradual "humanization" of laws relating 
to capital punishment, since each such step 
eases some of the public pressure that 
might otherwise have culminated in out-
right abandonment of the death penalty. 
In any event, surely every thoughtful 
adult has at some time in his life been 
disturbed by the phenomenon of capital 
punishment. The Death Penalty in Amen·ca 
now makes readily accessible basic infor-
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mation and fundamental thinking about 
this issue. 
George E. Lowe, in The Age of Deter-
rence (Little, Brown, 1964, 324 pp., $6.75, 
is talking about death by design on the 
grand scale. This book is a detailed chron-
ology of the debate over American military 
strategy conducted steadily since 1953 by 
Traditionalists and Utopians. The terms 
are Lowe's; you can guess where he him-
self lines up. The Utopians have insisted 
all through this period on some variant of 
"massive retaliation": small scale wars or 
large scale wars must be checked by the 
threat or actual use of America's over-
whelming superiority in nuclear firepower 
and the means of delivery. Traditionalists, 
on the other hand, have held out for strong 
conventional forces and just enough nu-
clear power to deter nuclear attack by the 
enemy. 
Lowe's method of presenting the de-
bate is essentially that of quotation. As a 
result, the product is somewhat duller than 
it would have had to be. Many of the 
quotations are repetitious; little extra in-
formation is conveyed by having numer-
ous commentators make the same point. 
It is an intriguing story, however, and a 
frightening one. But perhaps that only 
proves this reviewer is a Traditionalist, 
also. Apparently the Utopian knows no 
fear, and contemplates escalation of a 
brushfire war with all the equanimity of a 
housewife planning how many pinches of 
salt to employ. 
Lowe is a former Navy man, and some-
times his use of such adjectives as brilliant, 
cogent, devastating, or definitive betrays 
his service affiliation too clearly. The Army 
is also composed mostly of good guys. 
There is an occasional bad guy in the 
Navy, but he was undoubtedly seduced by 
the center of villainy, the Air Force and 
its allies. The posse is Polaris, which ar-
rives in the nick of time. Especially toward 
the end of the book the morality play char-
acter of Lowe's treatment becomes just a 
little difficult to take. 
But this is a useful review of an impor-
tant debate. If you, like this reviewer, 
have often felt hopelessly baffied and in-
competent during Congressional debates 
and committee hearings over the RS-70 or 
hardened missile sites, you ought to find 
this book extremely helpful. At the 
very least it will help you to recognize the 
enemy at a glance. 
But it may also convince you of some-
thing that Walter Lippmann contended 
for in The Public Philosophy: foreign policy, 
and weapons strategy inasmuch as this is 
part and parcel of foreign policy, is not a 
proper subject for public debate. By the 
nature of the case the public cannot be 
adequately informed. Neither can most 
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Congressmen. But the United States is 
placed at a serious disadvantage in inter-
national affairs when the attempt is none-
theless made to formulate policy in the 
fishbowl. Our enemies labor under no 
such disadvantage. That is but one of 
the many interesting themes emerging 
from Political Power: USA/ USSR by Zbig-
niew Brzezinski and Samuel P. Huntington 
(Viking Press, 1964, 461 pp., $7.50). 
This study by two political scientists was 
jointly sponsored by the Russian Institute 
and the Institute of War and Peace Stu-
dies of Columbia University. It asks the 
intriguing question: Are American society 
and Soviet society converging? The reader 
gains the distinct impression that the au-
thors thought at the outset of their study 
that they were; but by the time their analy-
sis has been completed the thesis of con-
vergence retains scant support. 
The book is divided into two approxi-
mately equal parts. The first is general 
and heavily theoretical; the second part 
gets down to cases, and is much the more 
interesting section. But the reader should 
resist the temptation, encouraged by the 
publisher on the dustjacket, to skip the 
first 232 pages and jump right into speci-
fics . The long first chapter, on "Political 
Ideas and Politics," is excellent, and pre-
sents what are probably the most com-
pelling reasons why U.S. and Soviet so-
cieties will not converge in the years ahead. 
Only the third of the four theoretical chap-
ters, on "Political Leadership," could be 
skipped without serious loss in understand-
ing. 
The five chapters that make up Part II 
compare Soviet and American responses 
to particular problems. Khrushchev's and 
Kennedy's respective climbs to power are 
compared, with some interesting conclu-
sions, in a chapter on "The Struggle for 
Power." "The Ambivalence of Power" 
contrasts Khrushchev on the consumer-
goods debate with Kennedy on civil rights. 
Brzezinski and Huntington get some new 
mileage out of much-discussed dilemmas 
in "The Intractable Problem of Power: 
Agriculture." "Civil Power in Political 
Crisis: Zhukov and MacArthur" shows 
how Khrushchev and Truman each dealt 
with power challenges from military fig-
ures. The best chapter of all, in this re-
viewer's estimation, the most thought-
provoking and perhaps the most signifi-
cant in the long-run, is the last: "Foreign 
Dilemmas of Power." By contrasting Rus-
sia's handling of the Hungarian uprising 
with the U.S. handling of Castro, and 
Russia's China problem with the DeGaulle 
problem that the U.S. faces, the authors 
come to the conclusion that the Russian 
system works more effectively in handling 
enemies and the American system is better 
in the handling of allies. But this simple 
conclusion doesn't begin to exhaust the in-
sights that the reader can acquire from the 
authors' perceptive analysis of these four 
dilemmas in foreign relations. 
In their conclusion, Brzezinski and Hun-
tington spell out their reasons for believ-
ing that each society will develop in its 
own directions and that convergence can-
not be expected. As one who has long 
held to a convergence theory, we can con-
fidently assert that the argument is highly 
persuasive. The only serious doubt arose 
in connection with their claim that the 
growing economic complexity of the Soviet 
Union will not compel decentralization 
because of advance in techniques of eco-
nomic control and coordination. It would 
appear that the authors have not fully ap-
preciated the difficulties of coordinating a 
mass consumption society, and have seri-
ously overestimated the power of such 
techniques as input-output analysis and 
linear programming. They are extremely 
clumsy tools, and it requires an act of faith 
to suppose that they can be developed 
into sophisticated instruments for match-
ing production to demand and employing 
resources in the most efficient manner. 
That comment gives us an opportunity 
to mention briefly a paperback isue of a 
significant book out of print for some years 
now: On the Economic Theory of Socialism by 
Oskar Lange and Fred M. Taylor (Mc-
Graw-Hill, 1964, 143 pp. $2.15). The 
essay by Lange, a professor of economics 
in Warsaw and an actual socialist planner, 
though written in 1936, is still definitive. 
An article which Lange published just this 
year in :(_eitschnfl fur die Gesamte Staatswis-
senchafl shows that he has not changed his 
fundamental views. The full implication 
of Lange's argument are open to debate; 
but it can hardly be doubted by those who 
understand the P'oblem that decentralized 
market decisions provide essential informa-
tion without which no complex economy 
- capitalist or socialist -can be rational-
ly organized. Debate over this proposi-
tion is raging currently in the Soviet Un-
ion, and its defenders are still a small 
minority. But their influence grows stead-
ily, as it inevitably must if the Russians 
are serious about catching up with and 
surpassing the United States. At the same 
time, and more in accord with the Brzezin-
ski-Huntington thesis, economic decentral-
ization need not lead to political decen-
tralization. 
But we began this review with a ques-
tion about the progress of "moral con-
sciousness." The question has not been 
forgotten. But let the reader reflect for 
himself. 
PAUL T. HEYNE 
25 
A Minority Report 
New Meanings for Old Truths 
_____________ By VICTOR F. HOFFMANN 
"Good grief, it's time to talk to students again." 
This single-minded thought often runs through my 
mind as I get ready to meet a class, when I am asked 
to conduct evening devotions in a dormitory, or when 
I am asked to join "bull sessions." 
I have been teaching since 194 7 and talking to stu-
dents has become an occupational disease. In talking 
for seventeen, eighteen, nineteen years, a university pro-
fessor finds that he is on a conversation treadmill. I am 
trying to think new thoughts but it is hard. I am try-
ing to say new things but that is hard. I am even try-
ing to make the endless treadmill of teaching seem more 
tolerable by new humor but even that is hard. It is still 
the same discipline, the same kind of students, the same 
teacher, and the same university. 
The university professor must at times ask himself: 
where to find the new light for a new day? 
My few years in the ministry demonstrated a similar 
set of circumstances : how can a minister speak sixty to 
seventy times a year about the Law and the Gospel, 
year after year, and say something new? 
But that is the way it is with man. His sin, for ex-
ample, has a long, dull history. So what is different 
about the murderers of the Old Testament and the 
killings of the AI Capone syndicate? What really dis-
tinguishes our rationalizations about our shortcomings 
and our subtle distortions from the out-and-out lying 
of a Judas? What distinguishes our egocentric aspira-
tions from the pursuit of those fellows who wanted to 
sit at the right hand of God? 
Sin and evil have been with us for a long time and 
often they are not so different in spite of contemporary 
dress. If you have killed a man, whether you did it 
with an atom bomb or a bow and arrow is not really 
important. 
In orthodox Christian churches throughout the coun-
try, ministers keep answering the problems of sin with 
the same refrain: thy sins are forgiven thee, go in peace. 
Each day, day after day, the traditional Christians keep 
asking : "And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive 
those who trespass against us." 
Just a few weeks ago I attended the funeral of a 
friend. Aside from the personal references, the pastor 
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stayed with the "line": l. This man has sinned and 
come short of the glory of God; 2. this sinner is being 
laid to rest, dust to dust, ashes to ashes; 3. but yet -
skinworms shall not destroy his body for he shall live in 
the glory of His Lord; 4. this is true, the Christian says, 
for God - the Father, the Son, the Holy Ghost- has 
brought him to the knowledge of salvation. 
The Christian insists that there is something hearten-
ing about always taking the "line." The traditional 
Christian will remind you of Christ's word to the Apostle 
Peter "Thou art Christ and upon this Rock I will build 
my church." Like Peter's faith, the Christian insists, 
one's faith is to be rock-like; it does not change; it with-
stands the vicissitudes of history and the exigencies of 
life. For the orthodox Christian, his faith stands forever, 
for every time, for every age, and for every era. 
In The Courage To Be, Tillich refers to some anxieties 
that constitute the hallmarks of our age: the anxieties 
of self-condemnation ; the anxieties of guilt ; and the 
anxieties of meaninglessness. Ours may be considered 
the age that is anxiously in quest of meaning. 
Again the orthodox Christian will hold to the line at 
this point. He keeps saying with men of old: Why be 
afraid, ye men of little faith? Simply have faith in the 
great and true God, the Rock, eternal, timeless, and 
faithful to the end. 
It is nevertheless possible that in an age of insecurity 
we find comfort in merely mouthing the old and familiar 
themes without expanding their meaning to our particu-
lar circumstance. There is little comfort in that and 
certainly very little meaning. 
You may very well ask: why do you stay in teaching? 
I stay in teaching because I like the intellectual enter-
prise and because, for better or for worse, I do like to be 
around young people. And, on occasion, I become seri-
ous in a pontificating way about myself and think that 
I am able to help people reconstruct the new meanings 
for a new day. 
You may also very well ask: why do you stay within 
the Christian framework? I stay within the Christian 
framework because /like it and believe it. And again, on 
occasion, I feel that I can help construct new Christian 
meanings. 
THE CRESSET 
Sights and Sounds 
Shakespeare Can Take It 
--------------------------------------------------------------8 y A N N E H A N S E N 
Four hundred years ago the wife of an English glove-
maker gave birth to her first child. The exact date has 
never been established, but it is a matter of record that 
William Shakespeare was baptized in Holy Trinity 
Church, Stratford, on April 26, 1564. Since it was 
customary to baptize infants shortly after birth, April 
23 has come to be accepted as the probable birthdate, 
and England's annual Shakespeare Festival always be-
gins on that day. 
The Bard of Avon has been the subject of heated 
controversy for several centuries . Scholars have at-
tempted to prove or to disprove that the phenomenal 
wealth of writings attributed to Shakespeare are actually 
his - or that they are the work of any one man. This 
year, in observance of the 400th anniversary of his birth, 
the entire world joins in paying homage to the greatest 
poet in the English language. It is natural that more 
opinions and appraisals have been added to the vast 
store of Shakespeareana. Margaret Webster, the descen-
dant of two noted scholars in this field, as well as a 
recognized authority on the life and works of Shakes-
peare, sums up the discussion and speculation in a brief 
and pithy commentary. She is convinced that Shakes-
peare can absorb both praise and adverse criticism, and 
that his works are truly indestructible. "Shakespeare," 
she writes, "can take it." 
These words were of some comfort to me on the bright 
April day when I went to see George Schaefer's bril-
liantly imagin:j.tive film Macbeth . Circumstances made it 
necessary for me to attend a special matinee arranged 
for high-school pupils. The afternoon began on a cheer-
ful note as busloads of youngsters arrived. Many wore 
special tags. Here are a few samples : "Happy 400th, 
Shakespeare!" "We love you, Willy! " "Bill, first of the 
beatniks!" "From the Bard to the Beatles!" Tags which 
read "Teacher" were wholly unnecessary. That har-
assed look was identification enough! Conversation 
was loud and unrestrained. There were discussions 
about sneaking out and playing hooky, as well as plans 
to divide an assignment for a theme the next day -
each individual to concentrate on a special scene and 
share the results with schoolmates. One sweet young 
thing announced her intention to concentrate on "To 
be or not to be." But a classmate set her straight on that 
point. In general there was always the thought that 
"it's better than school." 
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When the play finally got under way, many were 
quiet and attentive. By and large, however, the atmos-
phere was that of a circus. Traffic to and from the con-
cession stands was constant and heavy, and staggering 
quantities of food and soft drinks were consumed. The 
response to Shakespeare's moving tragedy must have 
been disappointing to every hard-working teacher. The 
few brief love passages between the principals were 
greeted with raucous laughter. Scenes of treachery, 
violence, and bloodshed were wildly cheered - or 
hissed and booed. The pathos of the drama seemed to 
be lost on the highly vocal majority. The low point of 
the afternoon came during Lady Macbeth's anguished 
attempts to rid her hands of the bloodstains she thought 
she saw there. At this moment someone called out, 
"Get Mr. Clean!" Naturally this priceless gem brought 
down the house. 
It is not my intention to make a blanket charge 
against our youth. Nor is this meant to be a wholesale 
condemnation. Many around me seemed to be wholly 
immersed in the play. They were courteous and well 
behaved. And after the performance I took heart from 
some of the comments I heard - "Neato, wasn't it?" 
and "That Shakespeare sure was keen!" Not elegant, I 
know; but that seems to be the trend these days. So we 
can't speak or write English. Isn't that just for squares? 
For all our boasts of progress educationwise (ugh!), some-
where along the way we have failed to instil an appreci-
ation of the magic and value of learning. 
Photographed in technicolor in Scotland, Macbeth is a 
magnificent film. Maurice Evans is superb as the in-
herently weak and vacillating man who is torn by con-
flicting emotions. Judith Anderson is impressive as the 
intense and ruthless wife who is driven and ultimately 
destroyed by obsessive ambitions. Despite the rude 
interruption her sleepwalking speech was arresting and 
deeply moving. The supporting players - all British 
- successfully captured the spirit of Shakespeare's 
great tragedy in brilliant performances. The battle 
scenes - conceived and executed on a small scale-
were disappointing. 
• • • 
Everyone who loves the theater and appreciates fine 
acting must have applauded when Sidney Poitier won 
the Motion Picture Academy Award as the best actor 
of the year. This highly giften man must be ranked as 
one of the great actors of our day. 
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The Pilgrim 
Twenty Years After 
-------------------------------BY 0. P. KRETZMANN 
Innocent Abroad - VI 
Included in a journey to London there must be at 
least one trip to Westminster Abbey. Here under vault-
ed arches and surrounded by flying buttresses most of 
England's great lie silently waiting for the last judg-
ment of their part in history. 
As we boarded a cab for the trip to the Abbey, my 
professorial companion said to the cabby: "To Canter-
bury Cathedral." It pleased me that the ancient driver 
showed no signs of surprise. If two fool Americans 
wanted to cut the time of Chaucer's pilgrims in half, it 
was no business of his. He looked a little relieved, 
though, when we said that we really wanted to go to the 
Abbey. 
It was Evening Prayer at 6:30. His Grace the Lord 
Bishop of Woolwich was preaching, and I soon dis-
covered that he had little to say. About half of his 
homily was devoted to the reading of a letter from a lady 
who had liked his latest book. Since His Grace did not 
mention its name, we assumed that there are ground 
rules for commercials also in the Abbey. As he read, 
I had a chance to think how difficult it must be to preach 
in such a place with all the voices of England's great 
preachers still echoing in the leaping arches and the 
great dead lying unheeding below your feet. Here, if 
anywhere in Western Christendom, the great had wor-
shiped, the humble had been sanctified, and the sub-
lime made audible. Beyond the West Window the sun 
was going down and its last rays fell over the cross on 
the altar, symbolic of the fate of the empire over which 
Pitt and Gladstone and Disraeli and Churchill had pre-
sided. On the stone beneath my chair kings and queens, 
princes and knaves had waiked - all equal and all still 
this late summer evening in the fraternity of death. 
While the Lord Bishop droned on, the air became 
alive with the voice of the prophet: "All flesh is as 
grass, and all the glory of man as the flower of grass. 
The grass withereth, and the flower thereof falleth away: 
But the word of the Lord endureth forever." A vagrant 
wind blew softly through the arches over my head. The 
ancient benediction, "The blessing of the Lord God Al-
mighty ... ",climbed up the sacred walls and I knew 
once more that He was still there and there was none 
beside Him. 
The following Sunday morning we devoted an hour 
to an examination of the way the Church of England 
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handles the problems of its inner-city churches. We 
attended the main service of St. Martin's-in-the-Fields, 
a parish established by Henry VIII. I had always felt 
that that bum must have done something good between 
banquets and wives, and St. Martin's is it. The service 
was beautifully conducted. The Archbishop of Cape-
town preached and pointed eloquently (and somewhat 
despairingly, I thought) to the dismaying conquests of 
Islam in Africa during the past decade. For every ten 
people who change their religion in Africa today, seven 
become Muslims and only three become Christians. 
Things really look dark on the Dark Continent and we 
are not brightening them at all with our race troubles. 
We still do not understand that the Governor of Alabama 
may one day cost the lives of millions of our children 
by standing like some latter-day Canute at the doors of 
the University of Alabama. The Archbishop of Cape-
town knew that. 
My musicological companion and I almost fell off our 
seats when the congregation at St. Martin's headed into 
the Te Deum to the tune of" A Mighty Fortress." It 
was a little Anglicized, to be sure, but I felt immediately 
that it was a completely appropriate idea. Surely there 
is nothing more heavenly defiant than the Te Deum with 
its timeless and timely ranging over heaven and earth, 
the Church Triumphant and the Church Militant. To 
wed it to the tune of Luther's hymn of battle and of vic-
tory seemed to me to be a singularly happy thought. If 
I can get my Gregorian colleagues off their high and 
ancient seats, we may do it on our campus. 
Aside from the churches, one of the most fascinating 
sights in London is the queue. For almost a week I 
watched the London queues from my hotel window. 
They seemed a living reflection of Milton's line, "They 
also serve who only stand and wait." They change 
shape and direction only when it rains. They move 
away from the curb (kerb) to avoid the irreverent splash-
ing of the cabbies. They meet the oncoming bus ob-
liquely, as Britain has so often met its enemies during its 
long history. This may say something about the charac-
ter of our two nations. In New York, Chicago, or San 
Francisco, a group of Americans waiting for a bus 
would be a disorderly huddle reminiscent of the frontier. 
In Britain it is quiet and orderly, a curious echo of the 
long patience of the poor. 
THE CRESSET 
